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CHAPTEE I. 

GOOD-BYE TO SCHOOL-DAY& 

r ES, Miss Sayce." 

" And you will not forget, dear ?- 
give up at the first feeling of distaste 
which comes over you ? " 

" No, certainly not, Miss Sayce." 
" You have been under my care in so many 
ways, and for so many years, your dear mother 
having died when you were such a child," the 
lady went on, half musingly, as it seemed, 
«' that I cannot help taking a more than usual 
interest in you; and especially also as your 
father and two stepsisters appear to look 
upon you as a plaything rather than a re- 
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sponsible being to be fitted for the duties of 
life." 

The young girl looked up, smiling brightly. 

" Eliza and Ann are both' so much older than 
I am, you see, Miss Sayce." 

" Yes. Well, good-bye, my dear. You will 
come and see me sometimes ? " 

" Oh yes, Miss Sayce." 

And then Eose tripped lightly over the way 
home. She was very fond of Miss Sayce and 
of her schoolfellows ; but just now joy at the 
freedom that was to be hers was the pre- 
dominating feeling. 

School had been, in a sense, all in all to her 
—her little world. What " the girls " thought, 
and said, and did, had hitherto been all-im- 
portant; and "Miss Sayce" was her oracle, 
quoted on all occasions. But now this crude 
state of things had at length arrived at a con- 
clusion, and — 

"How delightful!" was Miss Kose's com- 
ment 

It was a cold day. She soon reached home, 
and throwing her books and portfolio of music 
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on to one chair, and her hat and cloak and 
muff into another, she seated herself at the 
table ready for tea. 

Her sisters, Eliza and Ann, were both there 
before her. They were staid ladies on the 
shady side of forty, being the daughters of 
Mr. Hartley's first wife by a former marriage, 
so that Eose and they were only sisters by 
courtesy. 

" I shall never have to start out on wet, dis- 
agreeable mornings to go to school again ! Or 
give up delightful parties or invitations for 
stupid lessons ! " exclaimed Eose, eyeing Eliza, 
who was meanwhile making the tea; and pre- 
sently looking at Ann, who was cutting some 
slices of thin bread-and-butter — " I shall not 
want any bread-and-butter, you know, Ann. 
You said I should have as much cake as I 
liked to-night." 

" Oh, very well ! " smiled Ann. " And how 
do you feel, Eose ? Not quite wild, I hope ? " 

" No, but very nearly ; " laughed Eose. And 
then she drew herself up suddenly, and added, 
with a demure little shake of her head, — cc But I 
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have got something to keep me within bounds, 
as people generally have, I suppose. That dis- 
agreeable Miss Bridger told papa this morning 
that she would be delighted to look me up in 
my music now and then, and he agreed that 
I should go to her for a sort of lesson once 
a week. Think of that ! " 

"It was very kind of her," said Eliza; and 
Ann seemed to echo the sentiment. 

"Kind!" exclaimed Eose indignantly, and 
then she stopped short. "However, I mean 
to enjoy my life now, in spite of her and her 
music! and in spite of a whole schoolful of 
music ! " 

" You will soon find that there is not much 
in life to enjoy," said Eliza gloomily. "Not 
much, child, after alL" 

" Not much ! " and Miss Rose's eyes opened 
at their widest ; and she saw a vision of pretty 
dresses, and parties, and picnics ; and idle days, 
and delightful people, and she wondered within 
herself what Eliza could possibly mean. 

" Let the child alone, Eliza," said Ann quietly. 
" life is for the most part, as it seems to me, 
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what people choose to make it, and she will 
find out oil about it soon enough." 

• • • • • r 

In the evening Bose's father took her little 
face between his hands as she sat on a foot- 
stool beside him, and looked at it long and 
with a sort of wistful earnestness. 

It was a lovely, young face, with bright, 
dancing brown eyes, a sweet, winsome mouth, 
and a rich colour on the fair cheeks ; and for 
frame and shading, waving tresses of brown 
hair hanging loose like a child's. 

Her eyes met her father's as he held her. 
What young, innocent, untroubled eyes they 
were, he thought. Never a cloud worth the 
name had as yet dimmed their happy horizon ; 
never a tear had they shed that loving lips had 
not kissed away. 

" Let me go, papa." 

He did so. 

"So," said he, addressing Eliza and Ann, 
and meditatively stirring his cup of cocoa the 
while, " the child has really left school ? " 

" Yes," returned Eliza. 
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"Ah!" and now a half smile of amusement 
hovered about his mouth. " She will soon find 
more serious affairs than lessons to occupy her 
mind, I do not doubt. I am afraid I have been 
making the grand mistake of supposing that 
she would always remain ' little Eose/ How 
old are you, my dear ? " 

"Seventeen, papa — in — just a few more 
days." 

" Seventeen ! " and he looked appealingly at 
Eliza. " The child must be mistaken ? " 

" No," rejoined Eliza, while Ann was smiling 
at merry Eose. "Next Tuesday will be her 
seventeenth birthday." 
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CHAPTEE II. 

THE STRANGER. 

fHEEE were grand doings of course on that 
seventeenth birthday ; and many bright 
ideas of future liberty and enjoyment 
were conjured up in Eose's young mind. But 
the fair fancies fled as lightly as they had ap- 
peared, and soon the young girl's life subsided 
into a very ordinary round of simple and plea- 
sant, but still monotonous duties. 

It was all still, calm, beautiful, but un- 
varying sunshine. It was almost perfect. It 
wanted but this: — a touch of real life — a 
living thread of interest in that outer world 
which was as yet a sealed book. 

But at present no such thread had entwined 
itself with Eose's existence. And in peace she 
tended her flowers, fed her canary and other 
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pets, practised a little on the piano, read an 
amusing story to her sisters sometimes, and 
now and then by chance took tea with a friend, 
— or, by a greater chance still, went out for a 
day's pleasure. 

And sometimes on a wet day, when the rain 
fell with steady, untiring patter, and things 
indoors seemed dull, and she had not a thought 
outside to occupy her, Eose felt (though she 
would scarcely own it even to herself) that 
the old school-days, which she had been so 
glad to cast behind her, had been at least as 
happy as these. 

" Youth hears a voice within it tell, 
Calm's not life's crown, though calm is well : 
'Tis all perhaps that man requires, 
But 'tis not what our youth desires." 

And Bose might have said the same. 

It was Christmas time ; and she was shut up 
in her room, dressing for a Christmas party. 

Presently she ran down into the sitting- 
room, resplendent in white silk and gay 
ribbons, and with a red rose in her hair. 

She had left her sisters quietly sewing. But 
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now they were talking with a strange gentle- 
man, — a tall, strong, broad-shouldered, hand- 
some young man of six or seven and twenty. 

"This is our sister Eose, Mr. Markwell, ,, 
said Eliza with no little pride; and Hugh 
Markwell looked at little Eose with interest 
and evident admiration. 

But before he had had time to say half-a-dozen 
words to her there came a knock at the door. 
Some friends had arrived who had promised 
to call for her, and take care of her — for Eliza 
and Ann never went to parties. And Eose 
left with them at once. 

Of course she enjoyed herself; she always 
did ; but the next morning she was all curiosity 
about the strange gentleman. 

"We know as little of him as you do, dear," 
said Ann, in answer to her queries. "Papa 
brought him, and left him here while he went 
out on some business errand. He came back 
soon after you were gone, and then they sat 
and talked business together. Always busi- 
ness ! But Mr. Markwell is going to India in 
a few days." 
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In the evening the young man came again. 
And though Mr. Hartley brought him, and sat 
and talked with him as on the previous even- 
ing, it did not strike Ann as being precisely 
and altogether a "business" interview this 
time. There were plenty of gaps in the con- 
versation, which Hugh seized upon to inter- 
change a few pleasant words with Eose. And 
as for looking at her — his eyes were upon her 
as nearly as possible the whole time he was 
there. 

And shy as a little bird, pretty, brown-haired 
Eose sometimes covertly glanced at him. And 
she answered all his questions, and occasion- 
ally ventured a remark of her own, with a dig- 
nified ease and self-possession then which sat 
very becomingly upon her, and which greatly 
pleased and amused both Eliza and Ann. 

On the whole, it is to feared that if Mr. 
Markwell came to do business with Mr. 
Hartley on that evening, he did not do it to 
advantage. However, he did not appear to be 
particularly disturbed on that account; but 
stayed to supper at his host's cordial invita- 
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tion, and laughed and chatted (Kose thought) 
more pleasantly than ever. 

Just before bidding them all good-night, he 
happened to make the remark that in two 
days he would probably be on his way to 
India. 

Kose looked up. But what should it signify- 
to her? — A "little bread-and-butter creature/' 
as Ann had called her only that morning, with 
ideas scarcely beyond childhood — what could 
the approaching departure of this stranger 
possibly be to her ? 

He was gone — f or that evening. And a new 
guest had entered Rose's heart; a guest who had 
never been entertained there before; a guest 
who softened the bright smile, and lent a per- 
suasive wistfulness and pensive new beauty to 
the dark eyes, and a strange gentleness to the 
sweet young voice ; and who stayed the bound- 
ing spring and lightness of the dancing feet. 

And Rose did not sing, as usual, the next 
morning, as she went about her accustomed 
avocations. > Indeed, she felt slightly discon- 
solate all day; but at length she discovered 
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that she had been unconsciously looking for- 
ward to the evening, when Hugh Markwell 
had spoken of coming again. 

"But he is so kind and pleasant," she 
murmured, excusing herself to herself — "and 
to-morrow he will be gone. Surely it is no 
wonder if I do want to see him just for the 
last time ! " 

And then she heaved a small sigh. 

And Hugh Markwell ? He had retraced his 
way to his hotel not feeling exactly contented 
or comfortable. Affairs appeared to him to be 
taking a turn he had not at all anticipated. He 
should by rights set sail the day after to- 
morrow. Should — but could he ? — and leave 
that fair little creature behind, who, all un- 
known to herself, had taken his heart by storm ? 

Tet he went on the following evening to see 
her once more, and to bid her, as he thought, a 
long farewell. 

"Seven years," he remarked to Eliza — "I 
shall be gone at least that time. It is long 
to look forward to." 

And before going to sleep that night, Eose 
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shed a few quiet tears ; and the next day her 
sisters thought she seemed rather dull, and 
there was no song again — no merry lightness 
of foot, or lip, or eye. 

" Why, what is the matter with the child ?" 
said Eliza, who had not a suspicion of the truth. 
" Are you not well, my dear ? You had better 
not go to Miss Bridger this morning. She will 
excuse you for once." 

" I would rather go, if you please, Eliza." 

And Eose got her portfolio and went; and 
she tried as she walked soberly along through! 
the keen, frosty air of a bright, enjoyable winter 
morning, to shake off the strange listlessness 
which possessed her. 

Eeturning, she sat down to dinner. Only 
her two sisters were at the table. 

" We have had a visitor this morning," said 
Ann. " Guess who, Eose." 

" Oh, I couldn't guess," returned Eose indif- 
ferently. " I am not good at guessing." 

"I am sorry you were not here," put in 
Eliza serenely. "He seemed disappointed at 
not seeing you. It was Mr. Markwell, Eose." 
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Not gone ! And Bose's heart gave one great 
bound, and a bright colour rushed to her 
cheeks. And then she appeared entirely as- 
tonished at herself, and not a little ashamed ; 
and she laid down her knife and fork in dismay, 
while both Eliza and Ann laughed. 

" There, eat your dinner," said the former at 
last, considerately looking away from her. And 
Ann added — 

" He is coming again this evening, Eose." 

Eose repossessed herself of her knife and 
fork, and tried to go on with her dinner. But 
it was next to impossible. Her heart was a 
chaos of varied feelings — of mingled hopes and 
fears — which finally resolved themselves into 
a suspense of joy. And in that hour little 
Eose passed from simple, happy, unthinking 
girlhood into womanhood. And she knew 
why Hugh Markwell would come again. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

THE FRIEND. 

^GAIN", and yet again Hugh Markwell 
came. 

" You have allowed your ship to sail 
without you, I am afraid ? " said Ann to him 
one evening, perhaps a little mischievously. 

" Yes," he answered in a dreamy tone. " I 
cannot go now for a fortnight, or more." 

A week passed; and Eose was on her way 
to Miss Bridgets for another music-lesson. 

"Good morning, Miss Eose," said a voice 
which even in this short time had come to 
be worth the whole world to her. And in a 
moment Hugh was walking by her side. 

He talked on indifferent topics till they 
were nearing Miss Bridger's door. Then he 
paused in what he was saying, and while he 
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waited, Eose tried to think of something to 
say, but could not. 

" Eose ! " began Hugh then. " Little Eose ! " 

She looked up wonderingly, yet with a 
quick sparkle of pleasure in her eyes. 

"You know I am going away for a long 
time, dear?" — and Hugh bent tenderly to- 
wards her as they walked. "Perhaps it is 
selfish, but I could not go away without first 
telling you I love you. Do you love me, 
Eose ? My little Eose ! May I say it ? " 

No reply. And Eose's glance had fallen — 
half timidly, half happily. 

Hugh drew her arm through his. She did 
not offer to take it away again. 

" Do you care for me enough to wait for me 
— for seven years, or perhaps even longer ? " he 
went on, feeling nervous in his turn. " Enough 
to be true to me all that time ? You are very 
young, dear, and many would say I was ask- 
ing too much. But I have no alternative; 
and your father gave me full permission to 
speak to you. Say something to me, Eose." 

Eose trembled, and her young heart beat 
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Then she lifted her eyes to her lover's, and 
answered simply as a child — 

"Yes, I will wait." 

He could not fold her in his arms and cover 
her little face with kisses, as he longed to do, 
for they were standing by this time on Miss 
Bridgets doorstep. But he pressed her hand 
as he held it in his for a moment, and whis- 
pered as she opened the door — 

"I shall see you again this evening. Till 
then, good-bye, my darling/' 

And Eose went in, and sat down to the 
piano, knowing nothing whatever of what she 
was playing, hearing not a word that Miss 
Bridger said to her. For was she not in the 
very midst of " Love's Young Dream " ? 

That brave, strong man whom she had so 
admired, how could he really love a little 
thing like her? It was passing wonderful. 
Music was nothing to it. What was anything, 
indeed, compared with him, and after the 
words he had so lately spoken? And what 
an entirely new spirit, strange and bright and 
beautiful, had been poured into her cup of 
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hitherto simple pleasures. And little Rose 
paused on her journey through life to marvel, 
as she drank, and to rejoice. 

In the evening of the same day, before Hugh 
came, her father and she happened to be left 
alone for a few minutes. He had been reading 
his paper; but now he put it down, and sat 
looking at her with peculiar tenderness and 
watchfulness, she thought. And she went and 
sat doyrn beside him. 

He laid his hand on her head, as her eyes 
sought his. 

" So my little Rose's heart has flown away 
from home ? " he said in a tone half question- 
ing, half fond. 

She hung her head shyly, and made no 
reply. 

" I hope the little heart will be happy ; — and 
I hope, too, that though it is young, it has a little 
considered the new kind of life it has taken up 
with?" 

" Yes, papa." 

" That is right, dear. You know it will be 
a long, long time before this young man can 
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return to England, when once he has left it ; 
and you are very young, my child. You are 
not afraid to promise him that you will wait ? " 

" No, papa ! " And Eose raised her eyes 
once more. 

"Very well," returned he, taking up his 
paper again, as Eliza and Ann entered the 
room. " Then I need say no more. The rest 
I shall leave to Hugh, as I suppose we may 
call him now. And now run and talk to 
your sisters about it." 

The sisters looked grave, and shook their 
heads not a little doubtfully. 

" The child will forget," said they ; " and he 
may repent; who can tell ? " 

But Eose was no longer a child. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

FAREWELL FOB SEVEN TEARS. 

[UGH MAEKWELL came every evening, 
and spent all the time he could with 
Rose. 

And she had not known before that earth 
could hold so much happiness. Her heart 
seemed full to overflowing, and weighed down 
with the pleasant weight of joy. 

But the glad, happy hours were soon over. 
Whole evenings soon passed away. They flew 
as upon the wings of the wind ; they were gone 
as shadows that departed, leaving scarce a trace 
behind, save only a restless longing for more. 

And Eose grew more womanly every day; 
more thoughtful, less simple and childish, and 
infinitely more lovely, with the light of love 
shining in her eyes, and the new hope and joy 
to give grace to every gesture. 
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Dearer and dearer she became to Hugh 
Markwell. He wished he might only have 
taken her with him, but she was too young; 
he would leave her safe in the " nursing nest " 
a little longer, Nay, he was afraid it would 
be much longer, if he left her at all. 

And Bose still had not very much thought 
beyond the present hour. She gave herself up 
without reserve to the happiness which had 
been meted out to her, and she would not 
even try, yet, to realise separation and years 
of waiting. 

But the parting day came at last. 

"Be true to me, my darling," were Hugh's 
last words, " as I will be to you ! " And he 
held Bose in his arms and kissed away her 
tears. " Let ' True ' be our motto." 

Poor Rose ! she could not speak, and it was 
only at the latest moment that she broke out 
piteously — 

"Oh, good-bye, Hugh! Dear Hugh! what 
shall I do without you ? " 

• • • • ? • 

And for many days there was a blank in the 
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happy little life; and Rose went about list- 
lessly, caring for nothing, interested in nothing, 
doing nothing. 

She had lost her Hugh, who had come to 
make her life so bright — who had brought her 
so much joy. He was gone, and no one could 
say when he might come again. 

She grew pale and thin, and tears seemed 
always in her eyes ; and her father and sisters 
soon became quite anxious and uneasy about 
her. # 

" Cheer up, darling !" said her father; "cheer 
up, little woman 1 There will come a letter 
from him, all in good time, you know, and 
won't that be something worth haVing ? " 

A letter! That one word did Rose more 
good than an hour's talking could have done. 
A dear letter from Hugh ! Words plain before 
her, straight from his heart ! Well, she would 
live upon them when they came. Meantime 
she could only wait. And the days and weeks 
were long, and so many must pass before she 
might reasonably expect a letter. 

The sunshine seemed to have lost its bright- 
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ness, and the earth its beauty; sorrow and 
sadness sounded to her in every breeze, and 
she looked at the fresh, sparkling raindrops but 
as a gathering of tears ; and, heaving many a 
sigh, she declared to herself that life was a long 
weary thing. 

But at length the letter came, bringing with 
it new life for Rose. It was as a jewel in her 
eyes. And then there was the delight of an- 
swering it. But this done, there was nothing 
left for her but to wait again, and once more 
her heart began to droop. Down, down it 
went, and Rose wept and wondered if seven 
years would ever pass away. 

Her life was the same as before they had 
met, and yet how widely different ! The same, 
and yet with a great blank which nothing 
could fill. 

The same quiet, uneventful life, with nothing 
in it to take the pain away. Nothing to do 
but to work at her embroidery or tatting, or to 
practise on the piano, read aloud to her sisters, 
or tend her flowers, for seten long years. Oh, 
wearisome thought! how could she bear it? 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



24 



Rose Hartley. 



Its weight seemed already trying to crash the 
very life out of her. 

Alone in her own room, and thinking such 
thoughts as these, she sorrowed and wept and 
sobbed till she fell fast asleep. 
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CHAPTER V. 

FIRST AIM — "TO KILL THE TIME." 

*UMMER came. Everything looked so 
bright and glad and beautiful; and Rose 
was young, and her spirits were elastic ; 
she could grieve no longer. 

Not that she for one moment forgot Hugh, 
however. She thought of him always. The 
remembrance of him was to her as a hand 
beckoning her onward to a higher and better 
life. Nay, the remembrance of him was every- 
thing to her. 

It was a lovely afternoon. She was sitting in 
the garden in the shadow of a fine, large, droop- 
ing laburnum. She was making a point-lace 
collar for Eliza. Ann sat beside her, sewing. 

They had been talking of Hugh ; and now 
Rose was thinking over what had been said. 
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" He has gone out into a world of which I 
know nothing," she thought. "He will be 
doing fresh work, and seeing new faces and 
places every day ; while I shall be here always. 
With him the time will fly ; with me it will 
creep." 

A little farther her thoughts travelled. Pre- 
sently she said aloud — 

•' Ann, I should like to leave home, and to 
go out and earn my own living as a gover- 
ness." 

Ann smiled slightly. 

" Eeally, Eose ! what will you be thinking 
of next?" 

"I mean it, Ann, indeed! Hugh has so 
much to do — men always have — and I have 
nothing ; and it is that which makes the time 
so long. It is only a few months since he went 
away, and yet to me it seems years ! " 

Ann appeared thoughtful. 

" Now, if I had only something useful to do," 
continued Eose, " I would not mind. But this 
stupid lace J " — and in a sudden fit of peevish 
impatience she flung it on the grass at her 
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feet, "what will Eliza care for it? She has 
plenty of collars already." 

Nevertheless, in a moment Rose picked up 
her pretty work again. 

" Poor collar ! " she said. " After all, I think 
Eliza will like it ; do not you, Ann ? It is a 
beautiful pattern, and I have taken great pains 
with it — only I wanted — I don't know what I 
wanted ! " 

" Poor child ! " said Ann. 

" I should like to do some work — real work." 
And Rose's voice became just a little unsteady. 
"There are plenty of women who work, I 
know ; and they must be happier than the idle 
ones." 

"Without a doubt, dear; but you need not 
be thinking of leaving your good home to find 
work." 

"No?" returned Rose in a disappointed 
tone. " What shall I do, then ? " 

"Ann!" called Eliza from the house. "I 
wish you would come in for a few minutes, and 
help me with these cakes." 

Ann went, and Rose was left alone. 
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She did not do another stitch of work, but 
let it lie idly in her lap. Ann did not come 
out again ; yet she sat on. And presently her 
brow cleared, and a hopeful smile hovered 
about her lips and absolutely twinkled in her 
eyes. 

"Ee has his interests made for him," she 
murmured, shading her fair little womanly face 
with her hand. " I must make mine for my- 
self. But how?" 

Then she sat in silence again for a minuta 
A plan seemed moulding itself in her brain. 
She could not rest; and soon she rose, and 
went indoors, and upstairs to her room. 

There she smoothed her brown hair — which 
(following Eliza's advice) she now wore in 
neat bands — and then she put on a fresh and 
clean light summer dress ; and soliloquised, as 
she still stood somewhat lazily before her 
glass — 

"There you are, Eose Hartley, at your 
best; and that is bad. You cannot honestly 
say that you are exactly what you would wish 
Hugh Markwell to find you when he comes 
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back. You cannot say that there are no im- 
provements which might be made." 

Very silent was Eose all that evening ; but 
not dull, Ann thought. There was a cunning 
little curl about the corners of her mouth some- 
times, which seemed to say that he* medita- 
tions were pleasant ; and a bright look seemed 
to have flashed into her eyes since, the last 
tears she had shed, which had been that very 
morning. 

It was late, and Eose was once more alone. 

" Blinds down and curtains drawn," said she 
to herself, "and everybody else gone to bed. 
And now, what do you want, Eose Hartley ? " 

Settling herself luxuriously in a large easy- 
chair, she prepared to answer her own question. 

" I want to roll myself up like a ball, and 
sleep like a dormouse, and wake up to find 
seven years gone by. . . . But as you cannot do 
that, what do you next propose trying ? ... To 
'kill the time.' . . . Humph! 'Labour dire' 
and * weary woe/ as somebody says. Dear me I 
how came I to be so poetical ? And how will 
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you attempt the dreadful deed ? By sword or 
poison? ... By neither, for all the cutting 
and slashing of all the swords in the whole 
wide world would not so much as draw a drop 
of blood from old Time ! And as for poisons, 
he would only laugh at all the poisons gathered 
from all the doctors' shops in Christendom tried 
on him ! . . . Well ? . . . I will kill him with 
a fairy wand called industry, which I lighted 
upon in the garden to-day. I will first touch 
him and then myself, and all but asleep watch 
the years as they glide away. . . . You are 
talking nonsense, Rose Hartley. Go to bed, 
and be wiser in the morning." 

And so ended Rose's dialogue between her- 
self and that other self to whom she had seldom 
talked till now. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

PLAN THE FIRST — " THE GARDEN. n 

tT was early morning. At the open window 
of her room sat Eose, looking down upon 
the garden with its waving leaves and 
opening flowers, and diamond dews glittering 
in the sunshine. 

" I think I know now," said she at length, 
softly to herself. " It will help the time along 
nicely, and dear Hugh will be back before I 
know it." 

And going to an open drawer she took from 
it an exercise-book, one she had begun just 
before leaving school; and sitting down by 
the window again, she tore out the leaves 
which had been written upon, and the answer- 
ing ones at the end, and then there was a new, 
clean book. 
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" My garden ! " she exclaimed aloud, with a 
gesture of pleasure. "My mind garden! and 
the flowers, and fruit, and so on shall be the 
things I mean to do before Hugh returns ! " 

Next she went to the drawer again, and, 
taking out another school-book, from it she 
copied this sentence into the exercise- book : — 

"An Italian philosopher expressed in his 
motto that time was his estate; an estate, 
indeed, which will produce nothing without 
cultivation, but will always abundantly repay 
the labours of industry, and satisfy the most 
extensive desires, if no part of it be suffered 
to lie waste by negligence, to be overrun with 
noxious plants, or laid out rather for show than 
use." 

Beneath this sentence Eose drew a neat line. 

" There ! " said she, " that is at least a begin- 
ning." 

Next she wrote — 

" I am seventeen and a half years old. To- 
day is the ist of July 18 — , and I begin to 
keep this book to help me over some time 
which I wish should pass quickly." 
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" Now for the index," said she. " Of course 
I cannot have many things in my garden at 
first ; I must get them by degrees. What shall 
I have?" 

She paused and thought, then went -on 
again — 

" I will have a pear-tree ! and the pears shall 
be all the useful books I can make myself read. 
A root of heart's-ease ! and every flower shall 
mean a day in which I have not said a word 
about Hugh, or grumbled and complained about 
the seven years, which will soon melt into six. 
Some bramlle-bushes ! and each bunch of black- 
berries shall mean a piece of fancy-work, and 
the first bunch shall be that collar, which I 
will finish for Eliza: blackberries are good 
enough for fancy-work. Oh, and then I will 
have twin cherry-trees ! and the cherries shall 
be things done for other people ; and one tree 
shall be for the people indoors, and the other 
for those out of doors, strangers — and so on. 
And a rose-bush ! and that must be the last for 
the present, and each rose shall mean a long 

walk which I will take, or else Hugh will be 

C 
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saying when he comes that I do not answer to 
my name. Oh, dear! I have lost the heart's-ease 
for to-day already. But, no — I may talk about 
him to myself." 

And having neatly, so far, made out her 
index, Kose went down to breakfast ; and when 
that was over she began most industriously to 
work at the point-lace collar. 

" I have forgotten one thing," thought she, 
as she worked, "and that is my music. Ill 
call it a gooseberry-bush ! and every gooseberry 
shall be a piece- of music learnt thoroughly. 
Ill try to get the bush pretty well loaded for 
the look of the thing, though I must say I 
don't care so very much for music However, 
that does not signify." 

By and by, Eliza and Ann being busy with 
household affairs, Bose chose two or three 
pieces of music from her store, and practised 
them diligently for an hour and a half; 

"There! Now I know them!" said she. 
" Three gooseberries to begin with." 

Next, she sat down to read fifteen or twenty 
pages of a "dry, disagreeable-looking book," 
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"which she had found on her father's shelves, 
and which was entitled — 

" Pursuit of Knowledge under Difficulties" 

" But, after all," commented she, as she shut 
it up, " it is not so dry as I expected." 

In the afternoon she went out for a long 
walk ; and as she was returning she called on 
her old nurse, who declared that she felt " quite 
cheered up only to see her." 

"Poor nurse!" meditated Kose on her way 
home, "and I have not paid her a visit for 
these three months. However, if she really 
likes it, I shall go very often now. . . . And 
every visit shall be a cherry on my ovidoor 
tree." 

In the evening she said to Ann : " Is there 
anything I can do for you, Ann ?" 

" Oh no, my dear, thank you," answered Ann 
kindly ; " nothing at all. You amuse yourself, 
and do just as you please." 

"But I really wish to do something, Ann; 
some work, I mean." 

" Do you ?" returned Ann doubtfully. "Well, 
dear, if you particularly care to help me, here 
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are all these stockings to mend; and then I 
shall have time to write a letter or two this 
evening." 

"Oh, Til do them!" exclaimed Kose; and 
'taking them, she sat darning and mending for 
nearly two hours. 

"Well, really," thought she, "this is a very 
tiresome thing to have to do. I shall certainly 
allow myself a cherry for each stocking, and that 
will be a good start for the indoor tree." 

" I cannot think what has come over Kose," 
said Ann by and by, when she and Eliza were 
alone. "She has been quite like another 
girl to-day; so cheerful and industrious, and 
interested in everything. I can't under- 
stand it." 

" I have noticed her," replied Eliza. " She 
is trying to fill up her time more usefully, and 
I am glad to see it. But we must let her alone, 
Ann ; we shall spoil all, else." 

By dint of a little forethought and some 
effort, Bose contrived to get through the day 
without once mentioning Hugh's name ; there- 
fore, when she found herself alone again, she 
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took her " gardening book/' and as well as she 
could (for she had never had regular drawing- 
lessons), she sketched a root of heart's-ease, 
with one flower. 

Next, she drew a straggling bit of bramble, 
ready for the bunch of blackberries, when Eliza's 
collar should be finished. 

Then came the rose-bush, with one fine large 
rose; and the gooseberry -bush, ornamented 
with three huge gooseberries ; and, finally, the 
twin cherry-trees, with a solitary cherry on 
the one, and several well-to-do bunches on the 
other. 

" I must colour them all, by and by," said 
she, "and that will be something else to do. 
I have enjoyed to-day, at any rate. But now I 
will have one more tree in my delightful 
garden to stand for my own character, which 
needs a deal of mending. I am afraid, for one 
thing, that I must be rather selfish. How sur- 
prised Ann did look when I wished to darn 
those stockings. But Eliza and she have spoilt 
me, that's a fact. . . • Well, the new tree shall 
be an apple-tree, and I will try unselfishness 
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for a week, and if I can at all manage myself, 

1 will reward myself with an apple." 

She added the apple-tree to her index, which 
now stood thus : — 

i A pear-tree, .... Useful reading. 

2 A root of heartsease, . Silence. 

3 Some bramble-bushes, Fancy-work. 

4 Twin cherry-trees, . . Doing things for other people. 

5 A rose-bush, .... Long walks. 

6 A gooseberry-bush, . Music. 

7 An apple-tree, . . . My own character. 

It was a simple, even childish plan, never- 
theless it would do its work — that is, it would 
pave the way for something better, and keep 
Rose from sorrowing over Hugh's absence. 
And it would amuse her just when she most 
needed amusement, and lure her on to improve 
herself. 

One day she showed the book to her sisters. 

"What an idea, child!" exclaimed Eliza, 
half laughing. 

" But if it pleases her ? " said Ann. 

" Oh yes," returned Eliza, " if it pleases her, 
let her go on with it by all means. It is very 
pretty, my dear." 
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But Eose kept the love, and life, and heart, 
and gist of her little plan all to herself for the 
present. 

And often in her " mind-garden " she came 
upon a new tree, or flower, or stray cutting, 
which she specially watched to see how it 
would grow. And sometimes it flourished, 
and sometimes it withered quickly away. 
But, on the whole, the "garden" went on 
very prosperously indeed. And one day she 
added a pear, and the next an apple, or two 
or three gooseberries, or a bunch of red cherries, 
and almost every day a rose. And some- 
times she coloured her productions, and at 
others left them in pencil-drawing, just as 
she felt inclined. 

All the winter her delightful plan kept her 
busy and happy. And perhaps she had already 
forgotten that her first aim had been simply to 
"kill the time." 

"Oh," said she, "to be industrious is surely 
one of the greatest pleasures in life ! " 

And then there was the ever-recurring joy of 
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Hugh's letters, and only a little less was the 
joy of answering them. 

She told him everything ; all her plans, and 
all about the "garden." And he replied to 
each item of information in detail, and seemed 
to take the greatest and most loving interest 
in everything that concerned, even ever so 
slightly, his little Kose. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

FIRST CHRISTMAS — "STARTING UP THE MOUNTAIN 
BRAVELY." 

fHRISTMAS had come round again. 
Hugh had been gone one year. Only 
six more to wait for him now. And 
the pleasant thought gave many an added ray 
of sunshine to the little book-garden, at which 
Rose still worked most diligently. 

And the trees and flowers, and bushes and 
brambles, flourished wondrously under her in- 
dustrious care. The cherry-trees were loaded 
with fruit ; the rose-bush was a mass of blossom, 
and would soon be obliged to put forth fresh 
branches. The bramble and gooseberry-bushes 
were in most prosperous condition. But the 
pear-tree was more modest, boasting only about 
a dozen fine pears; while the apple-tree was 
decorated with but nine yellow apples. 



Digitized by CjOOQ LC 



42 Rose Hartley. 



Then Rose had grapes, and plums, and peaches, 
each and all of grave significance. And one 
page displayed a tuft of pink daisies, while on ' 
the next you might perhaps find a stiff, straight, 
prim-looking fir-tree, or a fuchsia, or a holly- 
bush scattered over with scarlet berries. 

It was a cold, bright, frosty day. Rose was 
taking a brisk walk, and communing with her- 
self as she went. 

" One year gone out of seven," said she. " I 
must take stock of the fruit in my garden ; I 
must plant my waymark ; in plain English, I 
must think a little to get things clear in my 
mind. ... A year ago Hugh was here; now, 
he is gone. A year ago I was happier than 
ever before or since; and a little less than a 
year ago I was more wretched and miserable 
than ever before or since. But now I am quietly 
happy, and waiting." 

She walked on for a few moments in silence, 
then recommenced — 

"A year ago trouble seemed like a great 
mountain barring my path, and I fell down 
before it in despair. Even now it is like a 
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great mountain, but I have got over the terror 
of its mere appearance " (Eose had just read a 
book on mountaineering), " and have managed 
to stand upon my feet again; and I think I 
have started to travel or climb up it, or at least 
to overcome it in some way. It is easier than 
it looked at setting out, and pleasant, though 
certainly tiring sometimes. But I must have 
a real waymark, that I may see with my eyes 
and touch with my. fingers; and I must try to 
make it a sort of summary of what I have done 
this year. Perhaps I will make one every year 
— I think I will ; and they shall be my pleasant 
little secrets till Hugh comes home, and then I 
will show them to him. But now, what shall 
they be ? " 

And Eose extended her walk that she might 
settle this knotty point, and many a suggestion 
offered itself only to be declined. But at length 
she decided. 

And directly she reached home, she took a 
slip of paper, and, sitting down, made a rough 
draft of something which seemed to please her 
greatly. Finally, she got her colour-box, and 
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put in little dashes 
of colour here and 
there, and in less 
than an hour she 
had finished. 

"Starting up the 
mountain," mused 
she. She was all 
alone. Eliza and 
Ann were out 
shopping. "'Off, 
off, and away ! ' 
will do very nicely 
for a motto, I 
think, and this 
shall be my rough 
copy ; " and she 
looked down at 
the little slip of 
paper she held in 
her hand. "And 
I will work out 
my idea in some 
pretty silks on 
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perforated card-board, and I will finish it off 
with a gay ribbon. Let me see — sun shining 
brightly, mountains near, easy pathway, a few 
fir-trees, and for a border a green spray or two ; 
and the ribbon shall be green. That will do." 
Yes, Rose had started up the mountain, and 
all looked bright and hopef uL She saw as yet 
no obstacles — anticipated no cold, nor storms, 
nor precipices, nor misfortunes. She thought 
of nothing but the goal — the yet untrodden 
summit — the triumph that was to crown her 
journey's end. She was starting leisurely and 
cheerily all in the warm sunshine, peace and 
beauty all around, and no exertion needed but 
what was pleasant. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

SECOND CHRISTMAS — "MISTS RISE." 

i If OTHER Christmas. Rose was now a 
little over nineteen years old. Things 
had been going on very quietly and 
happily, yet this was not a pleasant Christ- 
mas like the last. Hose had endured some of 
the toils of climbing by this time ; and as she 
stopped to " plant her second waymark," and 
to consider what progress she had made, she 
felt for a moment as if she would like to stop 
altogether; to give up, in fact. 

The mountain-peak — to pursue her metaphor 
— was yet high above her. Cold winds began to 
howl around, and the upward path became more 
and more difficult, and hopeless, and dreary. 
Erratic little patches of mist appeared here and 
there, and presently the sky was overcast 
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Yet Eose plodded on; courageously still, 
but wearily. There lay her first " waymark," 
neatly finished, and very pretty — in a dis- 
carded glove-box. And no eye had seen it 
yet save Rose's own. 

" And now I must make a second" said she. 
* I don't feel so lively or so industrious as I 
did last Christmas; but why need I wonder 
at that ? People can't be always bright. Fogs 
will come. I daresay I could find some lines 
about mists or fogs, if I tried." 

She hunted for some time, and through a 

good many books. At length she lighted upon 

the following — 

" Spread a vapour soft and blue. 
In long and sloping lines" 

" Just the very thing I" exclaimed she. " And 
now for my rough copy ! Merely the outline 
of a part of the mountain between 'sloping 
lines ' of grey-blue mist ; and for border, more 
'sloping lines;' and the ribbon shall be of a 
greyish-blue to match the mist." Eose had 
not given up the book-garden, though she had 
not paid it quite so much attention lately. 
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One evening as they 
were all sitting to- 
gether, she showed 
it to her father. He 
looked at it for a 
moment, and then 
patting her on the 
head, he said, as he 
glanced at her older 
sisters with a smile, 
"Let her play while 
she can." 

He knew nothing 
of her thoughtful 
inner life; neither 
did her sisters. Rose 
had no confidant. 

" He will soon be 
athome,littlemaid," 
said her father 
again. " Five years 
is but a short time, 
after all." Five 
years! It seemed 
just now almost a 
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lifetime to Eose. She took her book again, 
and only sighed for answer. I; 

The next morning, being left alone in the 
parlour, as she often was, she sat down to do 
a little more " gardening," i.e. 9 drawing and 
colouring. And she thought of- her father's 
words and looks of the evening before; and 
she listened to the moaning wind that swept 
fitfully past the window, and presently to the 
rain which came pattering down. And §he got 
tired and dull, and spiritless and despairing. 

" Five years !" she exclaimed dolefully. " Oh, 
what a long, long time !" And then she began 
to turn over the leaves of her book. 

Patter, patter, patter ! went the rain, coming 
in a dismal gust with the wind, and then lulling 
just for a moment. 

" Oh, dear !" said Eose, almost ready to cry, 
" What a wretched day ! " And she shut the 
book crossly. 

" It is as stupid as it can be!" declared sheJ 
" It is only a blind, with which I have been 
luring myself along. Very senseless and silly ? 
and childish, indeed !" 

D 
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And now she heaved sigh after sigh; and 

the book lay idly and in disgrace upon her lap. 

, . , Presently she caught it up, and running 

with it to her room, pushed it into a drawer, 

and locked it in. 

" There!" exclaimed she pettishly; "that is 
the end of you. Now I am free !" 

Ungrateful little creature! when the poor 
book had so happily whiled away months of 
waiting — so happily and innocently and indus- 
triously. And if her motive had not been so 
strong and good as it might have been, that was 
her fault, and not the book's. 

" Now I am free !" said Rose. 

And her freedom allowed her to go about 
the house in a sad, listless way again, exactly as 
she had done two years ago ; and her face grew 
pale, and her eyes were full of sorrow and im- 
patience, and she took no interest in anything. 

* Poor child !" said Ann to Eliza. " I wish he 
had never come here. It has quite changed her." 

No, not quite ; but it was fast changing her 
— from the careless, thoughtless girl of days 
gone by, into a wise and good and noble woman. 
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fHEEEFTJL spring had come again; and 
Eose had received a long letter from 
Hugh. 
* I hope the garden is flourishing/' he wrote. 
"It is a pretty idea, darling, and just like 
you." 

"Yea? commented Eose, as she thought it 
all over afterwards ; " childish and foolish and 
useless, just like me! But I will do better 
than he thinks. I will not live only to pass 
the time away any more. I will do enough, 
and learn enough to astonish him when he 
comes home. Dear Hugh ! He will not know 
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his little Kose, she will have grown so wise, 
and she will be able to interest herself in 
everything that concerns him, and be really a 
help to him/' 

A long pause. And then Eose continued 
her soliloquy. 

" What shall my new plan be ? I feel fresh, 
and ready for anything again. The ' garden ' was 
very well in its way, and this long break has 
been very well too. It has done me good. . . . 
But now I want something more sensible. . . . 
Suppose," — and here again she paused mus- 
ingly, or perhaps to attend to thoughts that 
came too quickly for words — 

"Suppose," she presently went on once 
more, " I apprentice myself to myself ! I will 
be my own master, and work myself very hard 
indeed for — say three years — and three months, 
for good measure. And then there will be less 
than two years left. But, never mind. I shall 
know what to do with them when they come, 
I daresay. And now for this plan of apprentice- 
ship. I know little enough of anything. All 
the little boys and girls in the national school 
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could beat me now, even in saying the multi- 
plication table. But I'll make a fresh start, 
and go on with all my might, and be a cleverer 
woman even than Miss Sayce. I'll draw up an 
agreement between industrious Eose Hartley 
and idle Eose Hartley; and I'll make out a 
time-table, and be as exacting as the hardest 
master could be, and work and study like a 
school-girl again." 

And now going to the drawer which contained 
her long-neglected school-books, she found a 
copy-book half written through, and turning to 
the first clean page, she quickly made out a 
list of subjects upon which she wished to be- 
come tolerably well informed within the next 
three years. And as she wrote, she mur- 
mured — 

" Miss Sayce shall not complain that I have 
almost forgotten my promise to her. She shall 
be proud of me yet." 

And this was Eose's list of subjects : — 
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t. Beading. 

2. Writing. 

3. Arithmetic 

4. History. 

5. Geography. 

6. Grammar. 

7. General Knowledge. 

8. Biography. 



9. Natural History. 

10. Chemistry. 

11. Composition. 

12. Music 

13. French. 

14. German. 

15. Italian. 

16. Drawing. 



"And now for the agreement!" said she; 
and she wrote under the list : — 

" I promise to obey my master (who is myself, 
and who should be the best part of myself) im- 
plicitly, and without reserve, for three years and 
three months, ie., from March 29th, 18 — , to June 

29th, 18 — . 

Rose Hartley.* 

And these few lines afforded Bose much 
satisfaction. 

* And at first my master must be very strict," 
said she, " to make me industrious again. And 
then, if I am good, he shall be more lenient. 
And, besides, I shall always remember that it 
is only play, every bit of it." 

Finally, she made out her time-table, which 
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she soon began to find would need many altera- 
tions and modifications as time went on* At 
first it was somewhat as follows :— 

TIME-TABLE. 



Days 



Mon. 

Tues. 

Wed. 

Thurs. \ 

Frid. 

Sat. 



Time- 
Half Hour. 



Time- 
Half Hour. 



Reading 
Arithmetic 

Writing 
Drawing 

Reading 
Arithmetic 

Writing 
Italian 

Reading 
Arithmetic 

Drawing 
Italian 



History 
Geography 

History 
Geography 

Biography 
Composition 

Chemistry 
Grammar 

History 
Geography 

History 
Geography 



Time— 
Half Hour. 



Time— 
x Hour. 



General i 
Knowledge • 

German 

Grammar 

French 

General 
Knowledge | 

German 

Nat. Hist. 

French 

General i 
Knowledge • 
Composition 
Nat. Hist. 
Biography i 



Music 
Music 
Music 
Music 
Music 
Music 



This time-table gave Eose a great deal of 
trouble, for it was the first she had ever made 
out; but, having finished it, she felt pleased 
with it, and exhibited it to her father and 
sisters. 

She was the youngest in the house, and 
had always been petted and made much of, 
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and was quite well used to having proper 
attention paid to anything she might say or 
do. 

Moreover, her father, and Eliza, and Ann — 
all three — warned by the disastrous effect of 
their smiles on the unfortunate "garden," were 
careful to be a little more serious this time. 

Therefore she was praised, and the time- 
table was thoroughly examined, and every- 
thing said of it that was good ; and Eliza and 
Ann declared that Eose must be bent upon 
eclipsing them. 

" And next, I suppose," said Eliza, " you 
will be thinking of studying Latin and Greek, 
and algebra and mathematics ? " 

" Oh ! " exclaimed Eose, laughing and blush- 
ing. "How can you talk so, Eliza? How 
could my silly little head ever hold so much ? " 

" But then, you see, Eosie," put in her father, 
fondly stroking the brown hair as he spoke, 
" it is going to be a vrise little head from this 
time. And when Mr. Hugh Markwell . comes 
back, instead of a little school-girl knowing not 
much of anything, he will find a clever woman." 
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Eose hung her head at this, though her face 
glowed with pleasure. And that very evening 
she began to study in earnest. 

It was tiring for the first day or two, and 
Eliza and Ann looked a little dubious; but 
as their father — as they always called Mr. 
Hartley — appeared perfectly well satisfied, and 
as Eose herself seemed better and lighter- 
hearted than she had been for months, they 
grew gradually at rest concerning her — each 
agreeing that "a little study" could not pos- 
sibly harm her ; and that they would let her 
work as hard as she pleased while the new 
plan lasted in its freshness. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

SECOND AIM- 

< gg) U T Rose did not soon weary. Her table 
^pp was covered with books at least half of 
every day, and her little brown head 
was crammed with new knowledge, and " her 
master" who was herself, had no reason to be 
other than entirely satisfied with her. 

It was a lovely afternoon, early in the autumn. 
Eose sat in the garden to-day, her books on her 
knee, her tasks, just completed. 

"Autumn has come again," said she half 
lazily, half briskly, " and you are going on for 
twenty years old, Rose Hartley. What is your 
aim now ? ... To be vrise — clever, that is. . • • 
But you must find some use for your knowledge, 
else you will be next door to a miser, who earns 
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and keeps his gold merely to look at ! ... I'll 
find a use for it when I have got it. . . . You 
have got a little now; what use will you make 
of that ? It is your master who speaks, so an- 
swer properly." 

And Hose replied exactly as if she had not 
been speaking to herself. 

"I'll do with it exactly what you bid me, 
master." 

And then she went on — 

" Humph ! A very right and proper spirit. 
Well, give me time to think, for your master, 
you know, is not much wiser than you are. Do 
you know of any one who is without the advan- 
tages which have always been yours, and who 
yet needs these advantages badly, and whom, 
therefore, you could help ?" 

And Eose once more answered herself — 

"Yes. I know Carrie Stent, who is fifteen 
years old, and who teaches her little brothers 
and sisters, because her widowed mother is too 
poor to send them to school. And Carrie means 
to be a governess, but has nobody to help her 
in the necessary studies. • • ♦ Then you must 
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teach her. . . . So I will, master. . . . One hour 
a day. ; ; * Yes, master." 

And Hose's eyes twinkled, though she was 
all alone, and though she was talking only to 
herself. 

And in the evening of the same day she put 
on her hat and went, to pay Carrie Stent a 
visit; the result of which was a very happy 
and profitable new friendship for Carrie, and a 
very pleasurable and useful new employment 
for Miss Rose Hartley. 

Time passed. Carrie was gentle and teach- 
able, and Rose and she got on famously together. 

It was evening ; and Rose was tired and 
beginning to feel that she wanted something 
to cheer her up and start her afresh again. 

Mr. Hartley sat over his paper. Rose was, 
for a wonder, doing nothing. There was a ring 
at the door-bell, and Rose herself answered it, 
for Eliza and Ann were busy, and they did not 
keep a servant. 

A boy had brought a good-sized brown paper 
parcel for Mr. Hartley, 

Rose took it in* . - 
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"A big, heavy parcel for you, papa/' she 
said, as she re-entered the parlour. 

He glanced at it. 

" No, my dear, it is for you/' 

" For me ? " repeated Rose in great surprise, 
examining it again. " But it is addressed to 
Mr. Hartley, papa ! " 

Ct Never mind, my dear; open it; it is for 
you." And he laid down his paper and sat 
watching her, as she obeyed him. 

She untied the string with quick, eager 
fingers; pulled off the paper in a great hurry — 
and there were some beautiful new books ! 

And then, how Rose's eyes sparkled, and how 
she coloured with pleasure ! 

" Really mine, are they, papa ? " 

" Yes, dear ; every one of them." 

She looked at them for a moment in silence 
without touching them. Then she ran to her 
father, and putting her arms round his neck, 
she kissed and thanked him earnestly. After 
which, going back to the books again, she took 
them up, and put them down like one be- 
wildered. 
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" I don't know which to look at first, papa ! " 
exclaimed she laughingly. 

He smiled. 

* Bring those two large green volumes to me, 
Bosie." 

She did so. 

" * Half-Hours with the Best Authors/ papa." 
And she sat down beside him. " How delight- 
ful for my task of reading ! and for biography, 
and natural history, and many other things 
besides." And she was eagerly turning over 
the leaves while she spoke. " How they will 
help me to keep to my time-table ! Did you 
think of that when you got them for me, 
dear papa?" 

"That is just what I did think of, dear." 
And he was smiling at her again. " Now go 
and fetch that brown book — ' Self Help.' " 

"Not till I have given you twenty more 
kisses, kind, good, dear papa I' 1 And the tears 
came into Kose's eyes. "I wish I were a 
better girL I wish I deserved more that 
people should be kind to me." 

"I should be a very foolish, discontented 
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man, not knowing good when I saw it," re- 
turned her father, "if I wished for a better 
girl than my Eose. But I don't. I am quite 
satisfied with her. Bring two or three other 
books here, dear, and let us look them over 
together." 

Amongst the rest there was a beautiful large 
atlas, a capital dictionary, two or three volumes 
of travels, "Macaulay's Essays," a good phy- 
sical geography, and one story — no other than 
"The Vicar of Wakefield," which Eose had 
never yet read. 

And now Eliza and Ann had to be called in 
to examine and admire ; and, having spent the 
remainder of the evening over her new trea- 
sures, Eose went to bed, almost too happy and 
excited to sle$p, and longing for morning that 
she might begin to study out of the new books. 
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CHAPTEE XL 

THIRD CHRISTMAS — CLIMBING ONWARD AND UPWARD. 

" God help thee, traveller, on thy journey far ; 
The wind is bitter keen, the snow o'erlays 
The hidden pits and dangerous hollow ways, 
And darkness will involve thee. No kind star 
To-night will guide thee." 

1 read Rose, and wept as she read. Christ- 
mas had come again, the third Christmas, 
and she had entered her twenty-first 
year. Time crept on — and crept slowly. 

It was but the third stage of her long journey 
that she had reached. Oh, weary way! Oh, 
tired feet ! And, worse than all, this imaginary 
journey now threatened to add to its length, 
for she had written a long letter to Hugh, tell- 
ing him all about Carrie and the new books ; 
and then asking him this question, which she 
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conjured him most earnestly to answer without 
any evasion or reserve whatever. — Did he really 
expect to return to England within seven years 
from the time he had left it ? Because some 
chance word in a former letter had led her to 
fear that he did not. 

And in due time had arrived this reply : — 

" I think it best to answer you plainly and 
honestly, as you wish, dear. I am very sorry, 
but I do not expect to return to England quite 
so soon as I hoped at first. I may be absent 
a year, or possibly two years longer than I 
thought. But, dear little Eose, what of it? 
You will wait for me still. And what are 
months or years to us when we love each 
other so ? " 

The letter was a long one, and full of cheer- 
ful hope and encouragement. But Eose would 
not be encouraged just now. 

" Ah ! " wept she, " Hugh does not love me 
as I love him. If he did, the time would seem 
as long to him as it does to me." 

But now sweet Bible words came unbidden 

into her mind — 

s 
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" And Jacob served seven years for Bachel ; and 
they seemed unto him but a few days, for the love 
he had to her! 9 

It was like a little gleam of sunshine ; yet a 
very transient one, and Eose wept again. 

"There is nothing to do," said she discon- 
solately, between her tears, " but to go on. The 
end must come some day. But, oh, it seems such 
a long way off, and I am quite tired of work ! " 

• • • • « 4 

But now t( the master" became suddenly 
aware of his existence again, and then of his 
claim to authority. 

"Of what 'work* are you tired? You who 
have never worked in your life I " 

And the tone in which Bose answered herself 
to-day was peevish and cross. 

"All kinds of work. . . . Very well; but you 
will have to go on as before. I shall .hold you 
to your agreement." 

A little longer conversation with herself, and 
Rose's face cleared. The threatened storm blew 
over. . ♦ . The mountain was before her still — 
a bold, uncompromising peak ; but she set her 
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face towards climbing it. The pleasure and 
brightness which had beguiled her into the 
enterprise were almost all gone. Only hard 
work was left But then, as she soon remem- 
bered, it was hard work she wanted. There 
was no safety in standing still ; no safety, no 
satisfaction in going back. " Onward and up- 
ward!" must be her motto, her way mark for 
this year. And she persevered. 

And as she went on, hope and strength came 
to her again. She had done much, she would 
do more. Many a step upward had she taken 
since that time three years ago. More than 
once had she slipped and fallen; more than 
once had she sunk down in despair, yet, not- 
withstanding all, she had made progress. She 
was not now the Rose Hartley of three years 
ago, but far above and beyond her. She could 
not but feel that she was. 

She looked at last year's " waymark." 

" No fogs now," mused she ; " but yet I cannot 

see the mountain-top; it is high up out of the way 

somewhere. And all I can see is snow, cold 

and white, covering the rocks which stand up 
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all round. . . . 
And I must work 
something of the 
kind into my way- 
mark for this year, 
and a few little 
snowy fragments, 
with their tops out 
of sight, for bor- 
der ; and I'll have 
white ribbon. Al- 
together, I dare- 
say it will be a 
dismal affair. But 
that does not sig- 
nify. I must have 
a truthful way- 
mark." • 
• • 
The new books 
had not lost their 
charm ; but it had 
sadly faded, and 
Rose's hope and 
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joy had faded not a little also, but altogether 
would doubtless regain something of their first 
freshness and beauty in time. Till then, climb 
on, Rose, step by step. 

She still gave an hour every day to Carrie 
Stent, and the young girl was improving rapidly. 

" But you allow yourself no rest, Rose," said 
Ann. " You are trying to do too much, I think, 
dear." 

" But I purposely do as much as I possibly 
can, to drive away thought, do you see, Ann. 
What would yon do ?" 

"Probably nothing; that is, I should most 
likely go on doing just as I had always done. I 
daresay I should feel a little dull at times, but 
that would not hurt me." 

" Ah, but I could not ! " exclaimed Rose, even 
sharply. " It would drive me wild ! It would 
kill me ! Oh, I do wish I could be as quiet and 
easy as you are, Ann ! " And she drew a quick 
breath and turned away, half crying. 

"Silly little Rose!" said Ann, putting one 
arm around her in a gentle, affectionate way, 
as they stood together by the parlour fire. 
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" Though I do not pretend to say," she added, 
"that waiting is pleasant." 

Something in the tone made Rose turn an 
instant, eager look upon her. 

" Did you ever wait, Ann ? " 

" Yes," replied Ann very quietly. " I am 
waiting still." 

" Where is he ? " whispered Eose, with 
winning softness and sweetness, and hiding 
her head on Ann's shoulder as she asked the 
question. 

And the older woman answered as steadily 
as before — 

" In heaven, dear." 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

FOURTH CHKISTMAS — BESTING FOR THE VIEW, 

tHOSE few words with Ann did Eose 
good. They reminded her that she was 
not the only watcher the wide world 
held; not the only one who had to learn to 
wait and bear. 

And in the light of the new lesson a whole 
year passed quietly and uneventfully away, 
and now had come the fourth Christmas since 
Hugh's departure. 

And how variable is human nature ! How 
continually the clouds gather and hang over 
one's head, and then suddenly lift, veer round, 
and sail away without — or almost without — 
why or wherefore from beginning to end I And 
how easy it is to own then that they were only 
home-made clouds after all ! 
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And so Rose owned now, as, lightly and 
cheerfully, she " planted her fourth waymark," 
and then paused to consider. 

No new blessing had come to make her so 
happy this Christmas, but old and long-con- 
tinued mercies had regained their brightness — 
a brightness which, last Christmas, she, as it 
were, with her own hand had dimmed. 

Shtfhad a kind, dear father, whose happiness 
was to see her happy. But so she had had last 
year. She had two kind sisters who loved to 
please her. But so she had had last year. 

She had a happy home, and she had never 
known any privation whatever. She had plea- 
sant occupations, youth, good health, no mean 
beauty of person, and faithful Hugh MarkwelTs 
heart in her keeping till he himself should return 
to her. And all these blessings had been hers 
last year, when she was so moping and miser- 
able and impatient. Had she ever done any- 
thing to deserve so many precious gifts ? No. 
But she put that consideration away; it was 
not a pleasant one. She did not like to re- 
member that she had been ungrateful. 
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But now again. Had not she herself, partly 
at least, raised the very mountain — the ima- 
ginary mountain — which often ere now had 
wearied her to climb ? Yes ; but never mind, 
for just now it was bathed in sunshine. 

Bathed in sunshine! And she was resting 
for the inspiriting, helpful view. 
. A cloudless sky, a song in every sound, peace 
and beauty in exchange for all the weariness 
and desolation, and time speeding by un- 
reckoned — unthought-of. 

Well, and by and by she would reach the 
summit, conquer the envious peak that now 
barred her path to happiness. . . . Yes, the 
crowning gladness of her journey would surely 
come; nay, it might come soon, it might be 
nearer than she supposed. 

Four years had passed. Step by step she 
had been making progress all that time. But 
was she yet exactly the "little Eose " she wished 
Hugh to find ? 

" No, not just yet," she said. " But now to look 
for an idea for my fourth waymark. At least 
resting is the idea, if I can find lines to fit it." 
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She turned over the leaves of various books 

for a little while, and at last came to the 

following : — 

" I then stopped short, 
And traced the lofty barrier with my eye 
From base to summit." 

"Oh! that will do beautifully," said she. 
And then taking a slip of paper, she began to 
trace her outlines, talking to herself as she 
did so-r 

"This has been a far pleasanter year than 

last, and I shall not have white ribbon this 

time, but bright pink. , . , Now, then, a high, 

brave-looking peak covered with snow, all pink 

and gold in the last rays of the evening sun ; a 

little tint on a ridge below, and a few more 

little tints in the border," — and Eose laughed to 

herself at the idea — " and two or three pink and 

gold patches here and there to agree with the 

mountain itself. With the pink ribbon, I think, 

that will be beautiful," 

• • # • • 

For reasons of her own, Rose was considering 

the character of a certain Mrs. Heathcote, who 

lived near. 
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" She resembles 
you," said " the 
master" 

"She does not," 
said Rose. 

" Her dress is 
slovenly," resumed 
"the master ," "and 
she couldn't make 
a gown to save her 
life I" 

"I expect not," 
said Rose. 

"And as to her 
house itself," went 
on u the master," it 
is a very nest of 
discomforts, dirt, 
and mismanage- 
ment. The little 
maid -of -all -work 
does the cooking — . 
the master of the 
house seldom dines 
at home — and, in — 
short, not a thing 
is as it should be. s 
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" And yet," said Rose, " Eliza says that only 
six years ago, just before she was married, Mrs. 
Heathcote — Laura Wright she was then — was 
the prettiest girl in the place, and as neat as a 
new pin. And now everybody is crying out 
about her and her slatternliness; and she is 
the most wretched-looking woman I know, and 
I think she is more to be pitied than any 
woman I know." 

'-' Why ?" inquired u the master." 

" Because she never did a day's housekeeping 
in her life till she was married." 

"And did you?" 

"No." 

"And could you make a gown if it were to 
save your life?" 

" Oh yes ! I'm rather fond of needlework." 

"But could you," "the master" went on, 
" make a pot of jam, or a loaf of bread, or a 
light pudding ? " 

" Answer, no ! unqualified." 

And Rose spoke in the tone of one who is 
resolved to brave it out. 

"Then you see what you have to do ?" 

"I do," and Rose's eyes twinkled again. 
" And what is more, I'll do it, master. 
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Rose had this long conversation with herself 
before she rose in the morning. And the effect 
of it, to begin with, was that she dressed very 
briskly, and went downstairs looking particu- 
larly pleasant and good-tempered. 

She kissed her father as she bade him good 
morning, and whispered, " Papa, be on my side, 
will you ? I am going to have a little battle 
with Eliza." 

He nodded and smiled and then looked at 
his newspaper again. 

As soon as Eliza and Ann were seated, Miss 
Rose began, stirring her coffee meanwhile in 
pretended unconcern — 

"Eliza." 

"Well, child?" 

" I want to cook the dinner to-day ; may I ? " 

Eliza gave her one astonished glance, and 
then, seeing the little mischievous face, felt 
slightly angry, and answered accordingly — 

" Yes, you may cook it if you'll promise to 
eat it all yourself." 

Now it was Rose's turn to look angry. 

" Nonsense, Eliza ! That is no answer at all/ 
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" It is all you will get from me," returned the 
elder lady brusquely. 

Ann now mildly interfered. 

"Did you really wish to try to cook the 
dinner, dear ? w 

"Yes, Ann," replied Kose, feeling a little 
inclined to cry. 

" Why ? " asked her father. 

She looked up with a quick change of ex- 
pression, and then her gaze fell, and she blushed 
as she answered — 

" I want to learn how to keep house before 
Hugh comes home. I am afraid, else, that I 
might some day be like Mrs. Heathcote." 

Down came Mr. Hartley's hand upon the 
tablfe with a violence that was rather startling 
from so pacific a man. They had been talking 
about Mrs Heathcote only the evening before. 

"0 papal" exclaimed Kose a little fright- 
ened. 

" Why, what is the matter ? " asked Ann. 

" She is right ! " said Mr. Hartley decidedly, 
and almost sternly. "May never daughter of 
mine run any chance of becoming like Laura 
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Heathcote, say I ! Eliza and Ann, you will do 
me the justice to say that I have always recog- 
nised your authority in the house, and have 
never knowingly suffered Eose to defy it ? " 

Both ladies acknowledged the truth of this, 
and Mr. Hartley continued — 

" Thank you. But now I must beg of you to 
let her do exactly as she pleases in this matter. 
Let her turn the house topsy-turvy if she likes ; 
and as for the dinners, I am quite willing to 
put up with all sorts of bad cooking for a little 
while, though I may run away sometimes, like 
poor Mr. Heathcote," and he looked laughingly 
at Eose. " But, never mind ; I daresay we shall 
all get used in time to the rule of the new 
mistress." 

Eliza looked very stiff, but Ann appeared 
only amused. 

"0 papa!" exclaimed Eose. "Don't tease 
me! and nobody must run away. I am not 
going to have bad dinners, and I am not going 
to be mistress besides. Eliza shall be mistress, 
and I will mind every word she says. I only 
want to learn." 
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"You are a good little girl," returned her 
father, "and deserve to be indulged, and you 
shall be." And even Eliza's face relaxed into 
a yielding smile, and Kose's spirits went up 
immediately. 

"Only trust me, Eliza, dear," said she, "and 
you shall see how well I will do. I will soon 
learn to keep house, perhaps as well as you. 
I'll get up early and study; and I'll teach 
Carrie Stent in the afternoon, and then I shall 
have all the morning (after breakfast) free ; and 
I'll scrub, and brush, and dust, and cook, and 
make pies, and sauce, and jam, and everything 
else I can think of; and Ann will let me keep 
the books, too, for a while, won't you, Ann ? And 
then I shall know what things cost ; and I'll 
do all the shopping, if I may !" 

"And what else will you do?" inquired 
Eliza with a touch of stiffness again. But 
Bose did not heed it this time, and laughingly 
went on — 

"I'll learn to bake and brew, and to make 
butter and cheese; and I'll get the laundress 
to teach me how to wash and starch and iron. 
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Just fancy ! I am going on for twenty-two, and 
I couldn't iron a collar or make a jam tart ! 
Dreadful ! I shall be busy enough, I know, but 
so much the better. I like being busy, and 
making the time fly ! " 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 

HOUSEKEEPING — FIFTH CHRISTMAS — " ON AGAIN. n 

(fl|>)BEAKFAST being over, Eose accom- 
igp=p panied her sisters to the kitchen. 

" Will you really let me do as I like, 
Eliza, — as papa said ? " 

" Yes," replied Eliza, and not ungraciously, 
"oh yes!" 

" And will you too, Ann ? " 

" Oh, certainly. For instance, you may take 
all the eatables there are in the house at this 
moment, and stir them up together, and make 
a great dish of olla podrida, if you feel inclined." 

" What is olla podrida ? " 

" What you don't like." It was Eliza who 
replied. "A mixture, or a mess, perhaps, 
would be the better word." 

"Ah, I don't like mixtures, certainly, or 
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messes either. But what were you going to 
have for dinner to-day, Eliza ? " 

" I thought of hashing up that cold meat." 

" Oh yes ! And may I do it ? And will you 
show me how ? And then I want to make an 
apple-dumpling, all by myself." 

The hash, with Eliza's help, got on very well 
But the dumpling was a failure. The crust 
was thick and hard and heavy, and the apples 
seemed to have dwindled down to almost 
nothing. 

" Oh, dear ! " said Kose with a frown, " how 
vexing ! " 

" Never mind, Bosie," said her father; " we'll 
give it to somebody who has a pretty sound 
digestion, and I daresay he'll get over it." 

The next day Eose undertook to boil some 
potatoes. But when she went *to pour off the 
water, as Ann told her, she found that they 
had most mysteriously disappeared. 

"Why, child!" said Ann, laughing at her 
astonishment, " you should have watched them. 
Potatoes are never to be trusted." 

Eose let a day or two pass, and then tried 
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another apple-dumpling. And this time, scru- 
pulously following Eliza's directions, she suc- 
ceeded in making one that was not only 
eatable, but, according to Ann and her father, 
at least, delicious. More potatoes, too, she 
boiled, and, looking after them most diligently, 
let not one escape her. 

Next she tried cooking meat, and after one 
or two failures, succeeded rather better perhaps 
than might have been expected. But when 
she came to bread, and cake, and pastry- 
making, she was almost in despair. Day after 
day, take as much pains as she might, she was 
sure to get into some difficulty, and often just 
when she had begun to exult over a fancied 
success. Her pastry was hard, her puddings 
were leathery, her bread was heavy, her cakes 
were doughy. There were always, indeed, so 
many faults to be found, that Eose was often 
ready to cry with vexation. However, patience 
and perseverance did a great deal for her, as they 
wovld do for every one, if they were only tried ; 
and as time went on the many difficulties and 
disagreeables softened down considerably. 
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Her father looked on good-naturedly enough 
through it all, and encouraged her in every 
failure, as also did Ann, while Eliza, for her 
part, took care that it should not be necessary 
for them to lose their tempers over their 
dinners. And so, little by little, Eose made 
her way. 

But they were disheartening, tiring days for 
her. She had no sooner learned one thing than 
there was another all ready and waiting. 

" Dear me, master ! " said she to herself one 
day, as she was busily engaged in making 
shortcake for tea, "you are very hard upon 
me ! I declare my hands are in the flour from 
morning till night, except when I am at my 
books. You really must give me a week's 
holiday. Let me rest from study for a while, 
at least." 

" I'll give you a whole fortnight's holiday," 
returned " the master" " when the spring clean- 
ing begins, and then you'll have time to scrub, 
and brush, and dust to your heart's content." 

Eose laughed at the thought. 

u Well," said she, " it is of no use to get tired. 
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How many things there are to learn, to be sure ! 
But I won't break my agreement, if I can help 
it. I'll obey you, master." 

And more industriously than ever she went 
on with the shortcake. 

And yet, notwithstanding her occasional 
complaints, Eose had seldom been so happy as 
she was now. Her time was wholly occupied ; 
indeed, she seemed rarely to have leisure for 
even half an hour's thought ; and she slept at 
night like a top, or a dormouse. 

She made rapid progress also; and even 
Eliza complimented her upon her aptitude and 
quickness. 

Weeks went by. 

It was a beautiful morning in early spring. 
The sun was shining in at the window, the 
birds were chirping gaily, and everything out 
of doors appeared blithe, and happy, and full 
of promise. But Bose felt dull and tired Her 
head ached, and she had still an hour's study to 
make up, and the table was covered with books, 
and just now it made her cross to see them. 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



' On, Again." 87 



And once more Bible words came unbidden 
to her mind. Not lately, but long ago at 
school, she had read them — "Much study is 
a weariness of the flesh. ,, 

"It is," agreed Eose. But she studied her 
hour, nevertheless. 

She was in the act of pushing away her 
books when Eliza entered. 

" The weather seems to have set in so fine 
and bright and warm for the time of year," 
said she, "that I think we cannot do better 
than begin our house-cleaning, Eose. What do 
you say ? " 

How strangely it would have sounded, only 
half a year ago, to have asked for Bose's 
opinion upon such a matter! 

"This very day I" exclaimed Eose quickly, 
and her face brightened ; and the poor books 
got an extra push, as she thought — " A whole 
fortnight's holiday ! " And then she said again, 
" Will you begin to-day, Eliza ? " 

" Why, yes. At least, there is no particular 
reason why we should not — that I know of." 

" Oh, do ! " said Eose, actually clapping her 
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hands. "Delightful! where are those large 
aprons I made a month ago, Eliza? I shall 
put one on directly! And as for these 
books" 

She looked at them for a moment, and then 
ran away, quickly returning with a light pack- 
ing-case. 

" There ! jump into this box, every one of 
you!" And she swept them into the case. 
"And I'll bid you good-bye for a fortnight! 
Hurrah!" 

And away she ran again to find Eliza, who, 
in her momentary absence, had disappeared. 

She came upon her in the kitchen, talking 
to Ann and to Mrs Burton, the charwoman. 

" You will let me do exactly as I like, Eliza ? " 

The elder sister looked round, and there stood 
Eose in a huge tuck apron, and with a slightly 
anxious face. 

" Oh yes, she'll let you," put in Ann laugh- 
ingly. " Mr. Hartley told us just now that he 
was pleased to see how much you were im- 
proving under our instructions, that he was 
glad you were in such earnest to become a 
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good housekeeper, and that, in short, we were 
to let you turn the house out o* window, if 
you felt so inclined." 

And Hose's fears cleared away as quickly as 
they had come ; and she laughed too now. 

"Then," said she, "I shall say, Ann and 
Eliza, go and sit in the parlour, and Mrs. 
Burton and I will do all the house-cleaning. 
I shall begin with the attic, and come down 
by degrees, cleaning every single thing I come 
to." 

And in a few moments she stood in the 
attic with Mrs. Burton, who was looking highly 
amused, beside her. 

And as ill-luck would have it, the first 
thing that caught Miss Bose's eye was an 
old green- and -white-painted four-post bed- 
stead. 

" Look at it ! " exclaimed she, glad at having 
found something to pounce upon. " It is quite 
brown where it should be white ! Bring up a 
pail of water, Mrs. Burton, if you please ; and 
put plenty of soda in it. And bring some soap 
and a scrubbing-brush and a piece of flannel, 
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and you shall do the rest of the room, but I'll 
clean this dirty bedstead myself ! " 

Of course Mrs. Burton had only to obey. 
Therefore she went and fetched what was re- 
quired, and then did pretty much as she pleased, 
while Bose scrubbed away at the bedstead with 
a right good-will. 

Presently — 

" What are you doing, Mrs. Burton ? " asked 
she. "See how clean this post is beginning 
to look. Suppose you scrub all the paint 
about the room! I can see now how dirty 
it is." 

Mrs. Burton appeared about to offer some 
remark or word of advice, perhaps. But what- 
ever she might have been about to say, she 
changed her mind and remained silent, be- 
ginning to clean the paint, as Bose had bidden 
her ; but she did not scrub it. However, the 
little mistress was too busily occupied herself 
to notice that. 

Nearly an hour passed, and then Ann came 
half-way up the attic stairs. 

"Can you spare Mrs. Burton, dear? We 
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want her down in the kitchen, you know. 
Dinner is getting behindhand/' 

" Oh, certainly ! " answered Kose cheerily 
enough. " I can get on quite well by myself. 
Don't come in till I have finished, please, 
Ann." 

So Mrs. Burton departed, and Eose was left 
alone. 

Another hour went by, and then Ann came 
to see after her, and found her sitting at the 
foot of the forlorn-looking old bedstead — 
crying. 

"Why, Kose, dear! what is the matter? 
Have you scalded your fingers, or broken any- 
thing, or what ? " 

" Ann, dear, I am so tired ! and the paint 
comes all off this dreadful old bedstead when I 
scrub it ! I didn't notice it at first ; and the 
farther I go the worse it looks ! I can't do any 
more — I am so tired ! " 

Ann glanced round the room, and saw dust 
and lumber and splashes of soapy water, and 
the old four-post bedstead dragged out before 
the window, and half the paint scrubbed off it 
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And that was all Where was the fruit of 
two hours' work? Surely in the experience 
which Eose gained that day. 

" Why, you dear, little, industrious creature ! " 
said Ann, laughing merrily. " Of course the 
paint must come off if you scrub it off, you 
know ! But why didn't you sweep before you 
began to clean ? " 

"I don't know. Don't laugh at me, Ann. 
Oh, dear, what a trouble everything is ! " 

" I don't see anything that need trouble you, 
dear. You only think so because you are tired. 
Come along, and don't look at it any more. 
I'll send Mrs. Burton to finish it all up by and 
by. It is only a little lesson you have had, 
and it is quite as well, I suppose, that it 
happened up in the garret, out of the way of 
everybody." 

• •«••• 

And Bose learned many more such lessons 
before that never-to-be-forgotten spring clean- 
ing was over ; but the first was the one which 
she always looked back upon. 

Next she tried her hand at laundry work. 
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She would have a basketful of clothes entirely 
to herself. 

With the washing simply she did pretty well, 
with Mrs. Burton's assistance. But when the 
things were finally starched and ironed she 
was horrified. Such a set of yellow and black, 
limp and besmeared, and dirty and disreput- 
able-looking articles, surely never were seen 
before or since ! 

Eose could not help shedding a few tears. 

" It was the ironing that spoilt them," com- 
plained she peevishly. " They were very well 
before. Don't be angry with me, Eliza." 

"Never mind, dearie," said her father, on 
hearing her grievances. "Cheer up! You 
shall have all my collars and shirt-fronts to 
practise upon to-morrow; and if you spoil 
them, we'll get new, that's all !" 

• • • • • • 

And then in summer and autumn came pre- 
serve-making ; and a hot and tiring and trouble- 
some business Bose found it. Eliza, moreover, 
was "determined that all the fruit and sugar 
should not be wasted," consequently she exer- 
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cised rigorous surveillance ; and sometimes, in 
the depth of her anxieties and distresses, Rose 
sighed over the strawberries and plums and 
peaches as if her very heart would break. 

But her small troubles, one by one, passed 
away, and she was all the wiser. And weeks 
and months went slowly by, and at length 
Christmas came round again. 

Such a long year it had seemed, though it 
had been such a busy one. 

• ••••• 

And Rose stood up bravely upon the moun- 
tain-side — to continue the metaphor which she 
still observed when considering her own pro- 
gress — and " planted her waymark," and then 
looked back over the path by which she had 
come. Steep and rugged; she wondered how 
her feet had climbed it. And she had reached 
a good height now; but steeper and more 
rugged still was the path before her. Clouds 
hovered over her head, and storms seemed not 
far distant ; the rocks under her feet were un- 
stable and crumbling, and there was nothing 
within her reach that she could lay hold of. 



i 
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And she turned, 
to hasten on while 
she might. 

"On again," 

quoted she — 

"the virtue lies 
In the struggle, not 
the prize." 

Two lines which she 
considered exactly- 
suitable for her fifth 
waymark. 

"And ITU have the 
mountain covered 
with „ snow still/' 
said she, "and the 
top lost in clouds. 
And the ribbon shall 
be a beautiful deep 
red this time — for 
I have got a good 
deal of fire in me 
yet, I know, as 
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people always have when they are in earnest. 
And for border, I'll have a few curly red lines, 
for 'struggling' ones would never be straight; 
and surely I am struggling against myself, and 
disinclination to work, and all kinds of despond* 
ing feelings; and many other things besides. 
However, one must expect to come to rocky, 
winding paths sometimes. And the only sen- 
sible thing to do, is to get on as fast as possible 
towards the smooth ground again. I suppose 
I shall reach it some time." 

She paused a moment, and then, clasping her 
hands, uttered softly — 

"0 Hugh! dear Hugh! how I wish you 
were here ! " 

But her wish was not to be fulfilled yet. 
She had more hard climbing to do first 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

NO LETTERS — NEW THOUGHTS — SIXTH CHRISTMAS — 
9 FAR FROM THE SUMMIT STILL — " WINDY STORM 

AND TEMPEST." 




lNLY a few months more," said Rose 
one day, talking to herself as she was 
putting away her books, " and I shall 
be free from you, master." 

- " Now, there's an ungrateful speech," returned 
" the master" " after all I have done for you." 

" Oh yes, you have done enough," Eose went 
on to herself, "and you have made me do 
enough, too. I wonder if I shall ever work as 
hard again ! And Carrie still comes every day. 
•It is a puzzle to me how I have contrived to 
keep that up so long, what with pudding- 
making, and washing, and ironing, and all the 
rest of it. . . . But very soon she will be old 

o 
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enough for a nursery governess, and then she 

will go away, and I shall rest; for I shall not 

take another pupil, mind you, master. And 

then my books; — I should like to know how 

much I have spent upon them within the last 

three years; or how much dear papa has spent 

for me. And I wonder how many times Eliza 

has called them ' wretched ' books, and said that 

they were always before my eyes, and that they 

would spoil my sight, and make me pale, and 

perhaps drive me out of my mind; or how 

many times I have had headache, and felt 

almost tired of my life, all through you, 

master?" 

• ••••• 

Weeks sped away. 

Rose had written a very long letter to Hugh, 
telling him everything, as usual ; and, amongst 
other things, all about the last Christmas, and 
how successful she had been in the business 
of plum-pudding and mince-pie making; and 
now, reasonably enough, she began to expect an 
answer. Hugh always had written, therefore, 
so she argued, he always would. 
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But day after day passed, and every morning 
she looked eagerly for the postman — all in vain. 
She learned to know exactly the time when the 
grey, weather-beaten head, surmounted by the 
old felt hat, might be expected to make its ap- 
pearance round the corner. And she watched 
the old man's feet, before he came near, to see 
if they turned ever so little towards her father's 
gate ; and sometimes she felt tempted to rush 
out and demand her precious letter, which she 
persuaded herself must be hidden up in some 
corner of that great bag. At other times she 
almost thought of meeting the postman in an 
early walk, and entreating him to bring her a 
letter. Then she felt a little sulky with him, 
and would not so much as go near the door or 
window when she heard him. And when, in 
those weary days, he brought a letter for her 
father, or perhaps one for Eliza or Ann, she 
quite dreaded the ache of suspense which she 
always felt before she knew whose it might be, 
and the cold sinking of heart which followed. 

Summer came, but it brought no peace, no 
rest, no light for Eose, no letter from Hugh. 
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Buds and blossoms, green leaves and waving 
grasses clothed the earth, and sweet incense 
went np from all; and the little birds poured 
forth their sweet melody of praise for all the 
new life and warmth around; for the skies 
which seemed always blue, and the sun that 
seemed always shining. Only from Kose's 
heart, as more than once in a spirit of murmur- 
ing and bitterness, she told herself, no praise 
went up, no melody, no joy. 

Yet in these days (to her honour be it re- 
corded) she studied as much, helped Carrie 
Stent as carefully, and attended to her various 
other duties as regularly, as she had done when 
she felt bright and happy. 

But sometimes she worked in feverish haste, 
as if to make the most of her resolution while 
it lasted; and then perhaps she would go on 
step by step, as if wondering whether each 
might not be the last. And by and by the 
time came when each morning she would say 
to herself, " How shall I drag through to-day ? " 
and when she had to plan, and persuade, and 
promise for almost every hour as it passed, lest 
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she should give up her tasks altogether, and 
sink into she knew not what. 

At length the day arrived for her to bid good- 
bye to Carrie, who had obtained what promised 
to be a comfortable situation as nursery gover- 
ness. 

" Good-bye, dear/' said Rose ; " always write 
to me. I shall long to hear how you are getting 
on. I am growing old now, you know;, and I 
look upon you a little as if you were my child." 

There was a little hardness in the laugh with 
which these words were spoken; but Carrie 
did not know of that, and making some light, 
happy reply, the young girl went her way. 

And so the first link was broken in a chain 
that had bound Rose for more than three years 
now. But she found that she missed the 
pleasant hour — for pleasant it had been after 
the first few days — and that she felt more 
lonely, and could not help looking upon her 
own studies as more tiresome and distasteful 
than ever. 

How had the time ever passed ? Rose won- 
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dered. But it had, and her curious apprentice- 
ship was ended. Three years and three months 
had gone by, and now all the almanacs and 
all the newspapers pointed to to-morrow as the 
" 29th day of June 1 8 — ." 

"Free!" exclaimed Kose that night as she 
went to bed. " I have learned the last lesson, 
and shut up the book. And I am glad I did 
learn it. I am glad I kept my word, though it 
was only to myself." 

And she took out of her desk the odd little 
agreement of three years and three months 
ago, and derived no small satisfaction from the 
study of it. 

"Free!" she murmured the next morning 
when she awoke; but now the word came 
lingeringly and sadly from her lips. 

"Three more years have gone by — more 
than three! — And what have they done for 
me?" she continued presently. " Only eighteen 
months to the time Hugh first promised to 
return. But now, who can tell ? he may never 
come ! Why does he not write ? But he may 
be ill — my Hugh ! Poor darling Hugh ! Oh, 
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if he should die 1 Or if — if he should have 
forgotten mel If he should love somebody 
else ! What could I do but die ? " 

Dead or faithless, it seemed almost equally 
dreadful; her mind for a moment reeled at the 
thought; and then she turned her face to the 
wall and wept. 

"But I am so ignorant/' she went on sadly 
to herself, after having cried in silence for 
awhile. " So ignorant, and foolish, and childish ; 
it would be no wonder if he did forget me, or 
if he should want somebody better and more 
sensible than I could ever be 1 He would be 
sure to choose somebody worthy of him ; — dear 
Hugh ! And I would pray, God bless him ! 
Oh, what am I saying ?" 

" Rose," — and Ann came softly into the room 
at this moment, — " are you not going to get up, 
dear ? It is such a lovely day, and Eliza has 
decided upon affording a long drive this morn- 
ing ; she thinks it may freshen you up and do 
you good. And do you know you have let the 
postman go by without seeing him, though" — 
Eose started up in bed, her pale cheeks flush- 
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ing — " he brought you a letter from Carrie 
Stent 1" 

Oh, cruel ! though unconsciously so. Hose 
sank back on her pillow again, and wept 
bitterly. 

Ann tried to soothe her. 

" My poor little Rose ! You surely did not 
imagina — But how thoughtless of me. . . ; I 
am afraid he may be ill, dear. . . . But then he 
would be sure to write directly he was well 
enough." 

Ann was much more moved than her words 
might imply ; indeed she scarcely knew what 
she said, her heart was so full of kind and real 
concern for her " poor little sister," as she so 
often called her now. 

" And if he should die ! " moaned Rose. " 

Ann ! if he should die, what should I do ?" 
• •••»• 

Eliza put off the drive, for Rose declared that 
she could not, would not, go. 

Later in the day she went to sit in the gar- 
den alone; but very soon Eliza came out to 
her. 
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" Kose, my child, you must not sit out here 
moping, all by yourself, so much. Come in 
with me ; had you not better ? " 

" Eliza ! dear Eliza ! I am not moping. I 
only want to think and be quiet a little. It 
rests me more than anything. Don't say I 
must go in, unless you want to make me miser- 
able. The only comfort I have now is to sit 
out here and think." 

And Eliza let her alone, and doubtfully 
enough went indoors again. 

And Eose sat still. 

But the flowers and the birds and the sun- 
shine seemed to mock her with their beauty 
and happiness and brightness; therefore she 
presently rose and made her way to a quiet 
little nook, in one corner of the garden, over- 
hung with trees, and seated herself on an old 
rotten bench, and leaned against a leafy branch 
that seemed drooping purposely to support her. 
And now she could see nothing but green leaves, 
hear nothing but the sighing of the summer 
wind amongst them. 

And now she could think. 
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"If Hugh died," said she, "/should die! 
Did I say so to Ann ? But I know I should ! 
My dear Hugh ! " — and her tears fell like rain 
— " he is all I have. The world to me without 
him would be empty. Heaven to come without 
him would he empty. Yes, I may as well 
own it; it is the truth, though it sounds so 
terrible" 

She dried her tears, and for a little while did 
not speak, but appeared to be thinking earnestly. 
At length she continued — 

" And if he is ill, and should get well, 
and come back to me, I could soon forget 
all this. If even he died, and I could die 
too, and we could be in heaven together, I 
should be quite happy, and should care for 
nothing else. But suppose he does not love me 
now! and suppose he should come back by 
and by, and bring — and bring a wife with 
him ! Ah, that would kill me in a mo- 
ment! and then I should not go to heaven; 
and if I did, and if . he did, he would not 
love me; he would not be looking for me any 
more" 
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And then for a long, long time Eose sat in 
silence. The grasshoppers chirped, and the 
green branches waved overhead and all around, 
close ; so close that they touched her again and 
again, as if trying to bring her back to a better 
mind. 

And she trembled as she sat there, and her 
tears dropped fast once more, as she saw — 
realising it slowly but clearly — that she had 
built her life's whole joy, present and to come, 
upon Hugh's unshaken faith; trusted her all 
upon the sandy foundations of a fellow- 
creature's love. 

And she thought of the wise man who built 
his house upon a rock, and in it dwelt securely, 
even amid beating storms of wind and rain and 
devastating floods. 

And creeping out of her shady nook she 
went indoors and got a Bible, and returning 
began to search for the parable. 

At length she found it, and read now of the 
foolish man who built his house upon the 
sand. 

Slowly, slowly the great tears gathered in her 
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eyes, and she sat looking straight before her, 
and with her finger pointing to words which 
she felt — oh, how deeply ! — condemned her 
utterly. 

" And the rain descended, and the floods came, 
and the winds blew, and beat upon that house ; 
and it fell : and great was the fall of it " (St. 
Matt vii 27). 

• ••••• 

The sixth Christmas since Hugh MarkwelTs 
departure arrived. 

Feebly and fearfully Rose planted her way- 
mark this time; for the storm had overtaken 
her, and the angry blasts roared above and 
around her, and threatened to sweep her away, 
frail and weak and weary as she was. And 
she clung to the friable rocks that would not 
bear her hold ; while the lightning flashed and 
the thunder rolled, and the blinding snow-storm 
hid the path which before had seemed clear, if 
dreary; and the avalanche hissed and hurried 
down the mountain-side, overwhelming all be- 
fore it, and everything material appeared on 
the point of being whirled away into space. 
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Ah ! she had never m 
known the meaning 
of storm and tem- 
pest till now. 
• • • 
One day, looking 
through her f avour- 
ite poet, Words- 
worth, she came to 
the words — 

" I know not which 
way I must look 
For comfort, being, 
as I am, oppress^/' 

" That will do for 
my waymark, said 
she, "for I must 
try to make one. I 
will not miss a year 
if I can help it; 
but I shall want no 
bright ribbons this 
time." 

Then she began 
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her rough copy, talking to herself, as usual, 
while she drew. 

"Quite a contrast this will be," — and the 
tone was dull, half sarcastic, even, — " but life 
is made up of light and dark, sunshine and 
shadow, and I must take time and fortune 
as they come to me. But now, what am I 
sketching? A mountain, barely distinguish- 
able through a storm of snow and hail ; monster 
clouds in all shades of grey and blue-black; 
great pieces of falling rock; more pieces for 
the border. And I will have blue-black ribbon. 
There ! I think that will do, so far as telling 
the character of the years goes, at all events. 
Do, that is, if it ever gets finished ! " 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

THIRD AIM — "TO BE A GOOD WOMAN" — SEVENTH 
CHRISTMAS — STILL STRUGGLING UPWARD — HEART- 
SICK AND DESPAIRING. 

fHE new year came — the young, fresh year 
— full of hopes and plans and promise 
for so many, as once for Eose. It passed 
its spring-time and summer-time; it faded, it 
grew old. Still no letters, though Eose had 
begun to hope for one again. Whatever ob- 
stacle there had been, she argued, was surely 
now removed. Even though Hugh had for- 
gotten her (as she sometimes feared he had), 
she still might hope to hear of his whereabouts 
in one way or another. Her father wrote, but 
his letter was returned with " Not to be found " 
for answer. And so, as before, Eose could do 
nothing but wait. 

But had she no aim now? Were the old 
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pleasant days of working while she waited, over? 
(For those days had been pleasant) 

Over, and yet not over, and Eose Tiad still 
an aim. She did not feel bright enough, or 
happy enough now, to say, "Eose Hartley, 
what is your aim?" Nevertheless, she had 
one. And in the silence of the night, when 
she lay awake so long, counting and watching 
the creeping hours, she owned it to herself, and 
it was this — " to be a good woman." Not wise 
only, for what is wisdom without goodness? 
Without doubt only a dangerous power for evil. 
And as for " killing the time," it filled her with 
shame to remember that once that had been 
her aim. 

• ••••• 

But, strange though it may possibly appear 
to some, Eose found it a cold, heartless thing 
this "trying to be good" There was no life, 
no warmth, no beauty in it It could not fill 
the sad void which made her heart ache every 
hour of the day. 

"Ah!" thought she, "then even this will 
not satisfy me. And what is going to become 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



Heart-sick and Despairing. 113 

of me I don't know ! I feel as if I had come 
to the end of everything." 

At last, which should have been at first, 
she took her Bible. Not, however, to read a 
chapter for form's sake, as she had been in 
the habit of doing lately, but really to find 
guidance, information, food, comfort, and en- 
couragement by the way. 

" The Bible is God's book/' said she to herself, 
" and He gave it to be our guide-book on our 
journey to the better land. I will look into it 
and learn my way. . . . God loves me, for He 
loves everything He has made, and especially 
human beings, into whom He has breathed 
a wonderful living soul. Tes, God loves me, 
and He will never forget me, even though 
Hugh should. It was the kind, good God who 
gave me Hugh. But why, then, did He take 
him away ? Ah, I do not know. I cannot see. 
It is all darkness and sad mystery to me. And 
I am wicked, and full of murmuring and com- 
plaints. And I cannot understand " 

She paused, then opened her Bible. She was 
sitting alone : hours, now, she passed alone. 
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But before beginning to read she said softly — 

" Miss Sayce used to say that if we wished to 
read the Bible so as to do us good, we should 
pray for God's Holy Spirit to bless us while we 
read* Ah, how I wish dear Miss Sayce had 
never gone away ! how she would have helped 
and comforted me now ! But things are always 
changing. I thought she would be my near 
and dear friend for the rest of my life, perhaps ; 
and she has gone away, and I don't even know 
where she is. She may even be dead, for any- 
thing I know." 

A moment's further thought, and then she 
knelt down, and prayed like a child — 
, "0 God, for Jesus Christ's sake, give me 
Thy Holy Spirit. Amen." 

And now she read of the blind man, to 
whom Jesus said — 

" What wilt thou that I shall do unto thee ? " 

And, involuntarily, as Bose read, she turned 
the answer of that same blind man into a prayer 
for herself. And from her heart the words went 
up — 

" Lord, that I may receive my sight." 
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And then she turned back to the Old Testa- 
ment, and presently came upon the words — 

"In their affliction they will seek Me early' 9 

And the Holy Spirit, for which she had 
prayed, gave her mind the light it needed, and 
she understood in a moment 

" ' I the Lord thy God am a jealous God/ " 
she murmured. " And I have been loving Hugh 
better than God. The Lord saw that that was 
not good for my soul, therefore He sent me 
affliction that I might seek Him early. ... I 
knew that He was good and holy, and that He 
had done everything for me. But I did not 
thank Him veTy often ; and I don't think I could 
really have loved Him at all — at least, I never 
felt that I wanted to do anything for Him." 

If any one had asked Eose a year before 
whether she loved God, she would have said 
yes. But now, trying her soul by the true test 
of love, she found it wanting. 

" One can't love a person," reasoned she, "and 
iwt> wish to do anything for him, I know." 

The Good Shepherd is kind and tender, and 
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Bose was a gentle little lamb, therefore He led 
her by the gentlest paths. But it needed many 
lessons, and many repetitions of each, before 
she could be taught to keep on, day by day, in 
the safe and narrow way, and to give herself up 
unreservedly to her Guide, and say — 
" Choose Thou the path for me." 
And last, and most difficult and painful task of 
all, was to cast down the idol which had so long 
been set up in her heart of hearts. Nay, it had 
been the first task set, but the last learnt. All 
her thoughts, her hopes, her dreams, her work, 
her play, in short, her whole life, had been for 
Hugh; she seemed, indeed, to have lived but 
for him. And this state of things could not 
be altered in a day, or a week, or a month. It 
was a work of years ; a slow, wearing work ; a 
tearful and sad and trying work. Moreover, 
the chain that bound her was a chain she loved ; 
and it had wound itself so closely round her 
heart that she wondered sometimes whether 
she could ever be wholly freed from it. And 
daily, almost hourly, she prayed that God would 
help her to give Him the first place in her heart, 
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and that He Himself would guide her to become 

what He wished her to be. 

• •••*• 

Christmas came, the Christmas that should have 
been the last. Eose wept as she remembered that 
Still no letter; and scarce a hope of one now. 

Seven years he had been gone, and all this 
sorrow and weariness had come, in place of the 
triumph which should have been. 

And Rose planted her waymark sadly and 
despairingly. She seemed to have been strug- 
gling upward all this time; but now, as she 
looked back, it appeared to her that she had 
made comparatively little progress. Yet, amid 
the wreck of hopes and joys, one thought com- 
forted her ; one step she surely had taken during 
the past year, and her aim now was not of the 
earth at all, but to be a Christian worthy of hei 
Lord. 

The violence of the storm had abated, but 
the great winds were howling yet, not very far 
away, and all around appeared one wide waste 
of desolation. Crumbling fragments strewn 
everywhere, huge rocks before and behind, and 
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on every side, and snow and ice clothing them all, 
still and cold and white; no sunshine, no warmth. 

She had almost ceased to think of the end 
of her journey now. Benumbed and weary, it 
was as if, forgetting all her resolutions for the 
moment, she had lain down to die in the storm. 

She thought it over to herself, continuing her 
metaphor, of which she never grew tired. 

"No," concluded she presently, "it is rather 
as if I had turned my back upon the mountain 
altogether ; given up trying to climb it, in fact 
I am coming down again, and perhaps next 
year may see me at the bottom, and then I 
shall not want a waymark. However, 111 make 
one for this year. And what lines can I find 
to express a little of all I feel ? Longfellow 
calls it a ( sublime* thing to 'suffer and be 
strong/ The idea helps me every time it 
crosses my mind, but it is not exactly what I 
want. Oh, now, I know ! " 

And taking a scrap of paper she began the 
rough outline of her waymark. 

u As one by one thy hopes depart, 
Be resolute and calm." 
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"Yes, those lines 
will do. The moun- 
tain, then, I have 
turned my back 
upon, but there are 
others to be seen in 
the distance. We 
have to keep on 
climbing as long as 
we live, though some- 
times we may stay 
in the valley for a 
while. Other moun- 
tains, then, to be 
seen, and plenty of 
clouds, though these 
last are a little 
lighter and quieter 
than last year's, and 
more clouds for the 
border, and dull grey 
ribbon, but notblack. 
I wonder I ever fin- 
ished that wretched 
thing ! " 
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CHAPTER XVI. 




A SEASIDE HOLIDAY — A NEW BOOK. 

"HILE the earth remaineth, seedtime 

and harvest, and cold and heat, and 

summer and winter, and day and 

night, shall not cease." 

And so the seasons came and went while 

Hose's life seemed to stand still But the 

time had come that she did not mind this, 

for she had at last learned to say — 

•' Thy way, not mine, Lord, 
However dark it be ; 
Oh, lead me by Thine own right hand, 
Choose Thou the path for me. 

" Smooth let it be, or rough, 
It will be still the best ; 
Winding or straight, it matters not* 
It leads me to my rest." 

And with the * peace that passeth all under- 
standing," that fell upon her tired heart like 
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balm, came a joy which no words can describe. 
She had read of Philip and the eunuch, and of 
Paul and the Philippian jailor, and of many 
others; belief, then, only was necessary! God 
gave her grace to believe, and next she loved. 
Then suddenly her eyes were opened, and she 
saw that she had been all along shutting them 
to the light from heaven, which beams down 
through the darkness of this world upon the 
sons and daughters of the Lord Almighty. 
She saw that she had been starving when she 
might have eaten freely of the sweet manna 
rained down daily upon the beloved of God. 
She realised that she had been shunning the 
only true source of happiness, the only sure 
foothold, in this unhappy, unstable world. 

And in the new and blessed happiness that 
was hers now, she thanked God that He had 
sent Hugh Markwell into her life; and she 
gave thanks also that the same Lord God had 
taken him away. She gave thanks for all that 
had happened to her, for she saw now that all 
had been but as means to a blessed end — that 
all had been working together to bring her to 
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the Lord who loved her, and whom she loved. 
Yes; she knew that she loved Him now, since 
she could thank Him for taking Hugh away. 
• _ • • • • • 

And so the struggle was over, and her soul 
was at rest. But the poor little body was 
almost worn out. Her cheeks were pale and 
thin; her eyes were hollow, and had dark rings 
around them, as if from weariness, and weak- 
ness, and watching; and she walked with a 
slow, uncertain step, as one who had but just 
recovered from some severe illness. 

Her father and sisters had taken all imagin- 
able care of her, at length calling in a doctor, 
who prescribed endless tonics, and at last " a 
change." 

" Change of air and scene, of course," said 
Eliza when he had left, and Bose had gone to 
sit in the garden. " That is what she wants, 
without a doubt ! I wonder we never thought 
of it before!" 

"A month or two at some quiet watering- 
place, I should think," put in Ann. "She 
has seen so little of the sea all her life." 
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"Just the very thing!" said Mr. Hartley. 
And, after a little further conversation on the 
subject, he added, " We will all go. You and 
she can set off to-morrow, if that is all, Ann." 

And while they were talking about it Eose 
came in again. She had gathered some beau- 
tiful geraniums, and a few white roses. 

" For the blue vases, Eliza," said she. 

What a sweet face she had, her father 
thought! But with a pang he noticed also 
how wan and tired it was, and how fragile 
she looked altogether. 

"They are very lovely, dear," said Ann, 
while Eliza gently took the flowers out of 
the poor, little, thin fingers. She had grown 
very tender towards Eose of late. 

"Come and sit down here, my dear," and 
her father made room for her on the sofa 
beside him. "Now, can you guess what we 
have been talking about ? " 

She looked only slightly curious. 

" No, papa, I can never guess anything, you 
know." 

" Should you like to know ? " 
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"Yes" replied she smilingly, "if you would 
like to tell me, papa." 

" But how is it that you are hot so inquisitive 
as you used to be ? " and he gazed both fondly 
and anxiously into her face. "And where are 
all your roses, my child ? " and he touched her 
pale cheeks. "And what has become of the 
pretty book-garden, and all the books besides ? " 

" Oh, they all had their day, you know, papa," 
replied she lightly. 

"And you have found nothing better to take 
their place, I am afraid ? " 

"Yes !" and a beautiful smile that irradiated 
her whole countenance lent emphasis to the 
word. "Oh yes, dear papa, indeed I have. 
The only thing worth finding. I wonder if 
you have got it ? " And she turned upon him a 
look of pretty, childish wistfulness, which made 
him smile too. 

" I don't know, Eosie. What is it ? " 

"0 papa! I don't want to laugh while I 
speak of it. It is too beautiful and holy to be 
talked of as one talks of other things. . . . It 
is the feeling that God cares for us all the time, 
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and that the dear Lord Jesus, who died for us, 
asks us to love and remember Him in every- 
thing we do. And that all the troubles and 
sorrows here are only for a little while, to fit 
us for the beautiful better country, in which 
we shall never be sorry any more. I have not 
felt so long. And it makes me so happy ; and 
it is all so wonderful and lovely to me. I keep 
on saying to myself, I have only to trust the 
dear Lord and Saviour through life, and in 
death to depend wholly and alone upon Him, 
and all will be well." 

" My dear," returned her father, half rising 
from the sofa, and then sitting down again in a 
disturbed way, " you must not talk like that. I 
cannot bear to hear you." 

She looked surprised for a moment, and then, 
wearily, as it seemed, she laid her head on 
Eliza's shoulder, and, touching Ann, who sat 
near, she continued — 

" Help me a little, Ann, if you know what I 
mean. But, no, I will try to tell it myself. It 
is just as if I had lived in the world twenty- 
four years, and only now found out the way to 
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be free and happy. Like a poor wasp I was 
watching this morning, as I sat here by myself. 
He wished to get out into the fresh summer 
air, and the window was open at the top; and 
he ran and flew up the glass till he came to 
the frame. Another little run and he would 
have been free. But he would not cross the 
dark frame ; and he buzzed and banged about 
in a great rage, and down he went to the very 
bottom of the pane again. After watching him 
do the same thing over and over again for a 
little while, I helped him out, and then I 
thought, Ah, if we only knew it, it is better to 
be willing to go straight on, even though it may 
be through the dark, for that, after all, is the 
shortest and easiest way to the light. But I 
have been fretting and fuming up and down 
the pane of glass all these years, and have but 
just found this out" 

"And now the poor little wasp is so spent," 
said her father, with something between a smile 
and a frown, " that it has to rest and recover 
before it can enjoy itself. But, my dear," and 
now he rose in earnest, " I must really go, and 
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Eliza and Ann will tell you what we have been 
planning." 

He had reached the door, when she rose and 
went towards him, not with the light, tripping 
step of old times, but feebly and slowly. 

"No, dear papa, you shall tell me." 

He waited for her, and made her lean on him 
when she came up. 

" I should have told you, dear, if you had not 
gone on talking in that dismal strain." 

" But why ' dismal/ papa ? " 

" Well, I suppose you will make me tell you 
that too, so I may as well begin at once. It 
always seems to me that those who talk about 
religion as you have just done, without any 
cant or sham, or anything of the kind, but ex- 
actly as they talk of other things, are very 
near" 

He stopped suddenly, for Eliza and Ann 
looked up in astonishment, and with very evi- 
dent disapprobation of what he had certainly 
been going to say, while a light, soft, rippling 
laugh broke from Kose's lips, and there was a 
brilliant sparkle in the large, luminous eyes, 
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that lately seemed to have grown so much 
larger. 

"Dear, dear papal You did not think I 
might be going to die very soon, did you ? I 
do not feel at all as if I should die yet. I am 
only tired, like the poor wasp, you know — very 
tired!" 

And then, with a little sigh, she sat down 
again, 

" Now then, Eliza," said Mr. Hartley, " you 
tell her what we think of doing." 

"We have been planning to spend a few 
weeks at the seaside," began Eliza. 

"That the sea-breezes may bring back the 
roses to your cheeks, dear," said Ann. 

Bose looked pleased and interested, 

"Oh, how very pleasant!" exclaimed she, 
with almost her old liveliness for the moment 
" And will you go with us, papa ?" 

" I hope so, my dear. And, old man though 
I am getting to be, I mean to do my best to 
enjoy myself as much as the young ones, I 
shall get up at any time between four and 
twelve, do you understand ? and loll about on 
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the sands all day ; or sit on the pier, with my 
pipe and paper; or go boating; or, in short, do 
exactly as I please/' 

" The very thought of it all does me good," 
said Eose brightly. 

Her father looked gratified. 

" That's right, my dear. And we will all start' 
off as soon as possible; so you must be quick 
about getting your muslins in order, and your 
ribbons and camp-stools; and Eliza shall be 
commander-in-chief, and Ann shall be her aide- 
de-camp, and you and I will be anything or no- 
thing, and then we shall have the best of it." 

"What dresses will you take, Eose?" in- 
quired Eliza. " And what books, or work ? " 

"I don't really care, dear Eliza; and as I 
shall only sit and watch the people, and do 
nothing, it does not particularly signify." 

And so Eose let preparations proceed as they 

would ; and saw in the whole thing but another 

proof among the many of her Heavenly Father's 

tender care for her. 

• *•••• 

The watering-place was chosen, after due 

1 
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deliberation, and the journey to it taken ; and 
then the luggage being left with Ann and Bose 
at the station, Mr. Hartley and Eliza set out to 
look for lodgings. 

They soon succeeded, for the season had 
only just commenced, and there were scores of 
" apartments " vacant 

a 0h, what a charming room!" exclaimed 
Rose, as she and her father and sisters entered 
what was to be their parlour for the next five 
or six weeks. " So pretty and pleasant ; and 
with creepers hanging over the windows, and 
such a lovely country view, and yet so near the 
sea ! And oh, papa, I believe the tide is coming 
in, I must go out and sit on the beach at once l" 

"So you shall, my dear; and I'll go with 
you; and we'll leave Eliza and Ann to see 
after the tea, and then they may join us, if 
they like." 

So Rose went out, and sat down on a bench 
facing the sea, and watched the tide rolling in, 
for an hour or more. 

And the next day she found her way there 
again. Hours and hours she spent there, watch- 
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ing the waves, gilded with sunshine, and fringed 
with white foam; or the pleasure-boats; or the 
holiday-keepers, in their gay dresses; or the 
picturesque-looking bathing women; or the 
many happy little children, with their shovels 
and pails; anything and everything amused 
and interested Eose. 

It "Was all play and no work, and that was 
exactly what she wanted; and she sat and 
rested, and did absolutely nothing, and so 
gathered strength and spirit hour by hour. 

But she had always been a bright, eager, 
busy little creature, and directly she felt her- 
self improving, she wished to be up and doing 
again. 

*' Oh, how pleasant it is to feel well, Ann ! " 
said she, as they walked along the beach to- 
gether. "Though when I was always well I 
never thought of it." 

"It is just the same with everything," re- 
turned Ann quietly. " We never know how to 
value things till we lose them." 

Each day had its varied pleasures, and each 
hour seemed pleasanter than the one before it ; 
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and Bose began to look quite like her former 
self, and her natural cheerfulness and vivacity 
once more brightened up the pretty little face, 
that had never looked more lovely than now. 

One day as she was walking arm-in-arm with 
Ann, she suddenly stopped before a bookseller's 
window. 

" What is it, dear ? " inquired Ann. 

"That pretty-looking book, the "Crown of 
Success," by A. L. O. E. I am sure I should 
like it" 

" But I daresay it is a child's book, dear." 

"Oh yes! And I should like it all the 
better for that ! I don't think I shall ever feel 
like a woman, Ann. I am astonished some- 
times when I remember that I am not very 
far from twenty-five years old ! " 

Ann laughed. 

" Eliza and I will never be able to look upon 
you as a woman, that is certain," said she. 

Bose smiled, and returned to the book. 

"I don't know why," she went on; "but it 
puts me in mind of all those books dear papa 
gave me, and the nice time I had with them, 
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But I am afraid I have not done anything to 
deserve a c crown of success ' yet. And, do you 
see, the rest of the title is ' Four Heads to Fur- 
nish/ I have a head certainly, but it is poorly 
enough furnished" 

And Eose paused, and apparently went off 
into a pleasant train of thought, if one might 
judge by her happy face. And then she walked 
on with Ann, who was looking very much 
amused. 

Another day passed. Eose had been sitting 
on the beach with her father almost all the 
afternoon, and beginning to feel rather tired, 
she at last rose to go in to tea. 

Eliza and Ann had but just come in. They 
had been shopping, and their packages were 
lying everywhere. Mr. Hartley took up his 
newspaper, and Eose, having removed her hat, 
sat down in her usual place on the sofa by the 
window. 

But what was that green volume looking up 
from the chintz cover of the sofa ? The very 
book she had wished for yesterday — A. L. 0. E/s 
" Crown of Success." 
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She pounced upon it. 

" Ann ! this is you ! " she exclaimed. 

"No, dear," returned Ann smilingly. "It 
was Eliza. I told her what you had said about 
it, and she went in and bought it at once." 

"Dear Eliza, thank you I I hope you did 
not call me childish to wish for it. I must kiss 
you for it ! " And she ran up to Eliza and kissed 
her heartily, while Mr. Hartley laid down his 
paper to look on and be amused, 

" Come here, Eosie, and let me see it," said 
he at length. 

And Bose went and put the book into his 
hands. 

"I don't quite know what makes me so 
delighted with it," said she gaily; "but I 
believe it spoke to me from that window 
yesterday. If * walls have ears/ surely books 
have voices! But now, dear Eliza," and she 
repossessed herself of the little volume again 
and returned to her sofa, " people are always 
allowed to do exactly as they please at the 
seaside, so will you give me leave to read and 
enjoy my book with my tea ? " 
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Eliza smilingly consented. And then Rose 
tasted neither what she ate nor what she 
drank, and was deaf to all that was said; in 
fact, entirely lost in her book. 

She read on when tea was over, all through 
the lovely summer evening ; part of the time 
she was on the beach and part of the time 
indoors, and she went to bed with delightful 
new ideas all dancing and fresh before her 
mind, so that without doubt they coloured 
her dreams. And she rose early the next 
morning and finished her book with her 
breakfast. 

Then she went out for a long walk all alone, 
and with all the spring, and life, and fire, and 
enthusiasm of old times beginning to rouse in 
her heart 

" Oh, what a lovely book ! " exclaimed she 
to herself. " Just the very thing for me ! I 
could have kissed it as I read! And I did 
kiss it once, though I daresay nobody would 
believe it; but I could not help it. I felt so 
certain that it was just the very thing for me 1" 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

PLAN THE THIRD U A BOOM TO FURNISH. " 

JBE day after Rose's long walk, a letter 
came which would oblige Mr. Hartley 
to return home immediately. Eliza and 
Ann declared themselves quite ready, and Rose 
seemed even eager to see home again. There- 
fore they all left the pleasant little watering- 
place together on that very same day. 

The moment Rose found herself at liberty 
after her return, she ran up to her room, and 
sat down to have a little talk with herself. 

"I am one of those people who cannot live 
without amusement/' said she. "And as this 
charming book" (in her hand she held the 
" Crown of Success") " has put a beautiful new 
plan into my head, I am going at least to try 
and work it out." 

A pause ; and then — 
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" I want to furnish my head, just as much 
as those children did " — referring to the char- 
acters of her book — " and I want besides to see 
the pretty effect of all the furniture properly 
arranged, just as they did. Now, how shall I 
contrive it ? " 

A few minutes for further consideration, and 
then she got up, and going to the drawer in 
which she kept her books, presently found the 
long-despised "gardening book/' There were 
a few leaves at the end which she had never 
used; therefore they were plain and clean. 
Now she would use them. 

" This page," said she, " shall be for the wall 
of the room, and this opposite one shall be the 
room itself; the floor, that is. I will have 
only one room, and everything in it that I 
can think of, or find room for! Tables, and 
chairs, and pictures, and ornaments, and car- 
pet — and a pretty little window with curtains 
shading it, and a creeper of some kind hanging 
up in it, and more flowers on a ledge below I 
But what shall all these things mean ? " 

And now she turned over a leaf. 
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"This page shall be for the index of the 
thing. .... And how long shall I give my* 
self ; how much time, I mean, shall I allow 
for furnishing my room ? Till Christmas t I 
shall want longer than that, I know. Till 
Christmas twelvemonth then; that will be 
better. .... And now for the index ! " 

But she got a piece of waste paper, and 
began scribbling away upon that at first, that 
she might afterwards copy neatly into her 
book such items as pleased her. 

* I'll paper my room with what I read," she 
went on presently, "as the children in the 
book did. But I shall have only tales and 
poetry for the paper — and the more solid read- 
ing shall be for the carpet • • • But I must do 
a little pencilling first, so that I may be able 
to rub out when I please — or else I shall have 
a strip of carpet coming where the sofa ought 
to be— or the paper, or a picture in the way of 
the window. And the tales shall be in tiny 
lists all down the wall — and, running like 
stripes between them, I'll write the titles of 
all the pieces of poetry I read." 
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Another short silence ; and scribble, scribble, 
scribble went the pencil. Then she began to 
talk again : — 

"And the large centre-table shall show how 
many dinners I cook. (I believe I have almost 
forgotten how to cook ; but I'll soon get it all 
up again.) A very large and very ornamental 
table it shall be, all made of letters ; and each 
letter shall signify a dinner that I have cooked. 
And the letters shall make words; so that, 
looking into it, one shall read, 'roast,' 'boiled,' 
'baked,' &c, all round the table. But not 
all over the top, that shall have nothing to do 
with cooking; I mean to have it covered, even 
loaded, with all kinds of things, both useful 
and ornamental. . . And then the chairs must 
be — the Twusekeeping I do. Each small chair 
shall be a week of housekeeping. And the 
large easy-chairs shall be house-cleaning — in 
spring or autumn, that is. . . And the sofa 
shall be — everything that is easy and pleasant, 
such as taking walks — flower gardening for 
exercise — shopping, and do on." 

And now Eose was called down to tea; but 
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just as soon as she could she made her escape 
to her book again ; and scribble, scribble went 
her industrious pencil once more. 

"And the mirror," she soliloquised as she 
wrote, "for I must have a large one over the 
mantel-shelf, shall stand for all the days in 
which I have been good-tempered, and have 
not spoken so many cross words to Eliza or 
Ann, or anybody. (I am afraid I have been 
very cross lately.) And I'll write 'good-temper 9 
in all sorts of ornamental ways round the frame 
of my mirror, and each letter shall stand for a 
day in which I have behaved myself tolerably 
well to every one. Oh, and then I must have 
some pictures ; and one shall be ' moderation* 
and another shall be 'patience; 9 for I. know I 
am dreadfully wild when I take up with any- 
thing new — Eliza says that I do not even know 
what moderation means — and as for patience, 
I don't believe I have more than a grain in my 
composition." 

A break of silence once more ; and presently 
a pleasant little smile crossed Kose's lips. 

" And so the book," she went on — " that is 
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the room, if I finish it — will be like a little 
piece of my life, cut out, and patched, and 
embroidered, and set in a frame. And I must 
make it worth a real frame too ! But I have 
said nothing about the window! That shall 
be for early rising. I have been terribly lazy 
lately. All across the panes, and up and down 
in the folds of the curtains, I will write 'early- 
rising; 9 and each letter shall mean a morn- 
ing on which I have risen at least as early as 
seven o'clock. . . . And hanging in the window 
I said I would have a creeper; and that I will 
call a ' plant of days ; ' and it shall be all in 
little lobes, hanging down in long sprays; and 
each little lobe shall signify a day — that is, sim- 
ply a day, and nothing else. And as I watch it 
growing, I shall think — ' Dear me, how quickly 
the time passes ! and I haven't got a bit of fur- 
niture worth looking at in my room yet ! ' " 

And now again Kose sat still, quite still, and 
her pencil rested also ; and her fair little face 
changed and changed, till it looked fairer and 
sweeter than ever, and at length she mur- 
mured — 
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"Am I a Christian ? I love the thought of 
being one. • . • And shall I have all this furni- 
ture in the room of my mind, and nothing good 
for God f No, that I will not ! All that makes 
the room look bright and pretty — all that would 
catch one's eye in a passing glance — shall be 
for God. I will have lovely ornaments and 
more pictures, and each shall mean something 
good; and I will have an open casket of jewels, 
and they shall mean beautiful sermons, which 
have done me good ; and I will have baskets 
and dishes of fruit on my tables — large and 
small, and rough and smooth, according to the 
character of the things I have done, for each 
shall mean something done for good, for God; 
and I will go and take a class in the Sunday 
school; and I will have a large vase of flowers 
on my mantel-shelf, and each lesson that I give 
with my heart in it shall be a flower for my 
vase; and I will have a dish of nuts on one of 
the side-tables, and each nut shall mean some 
little piece of self-denial which I have practised ; 
and three more little plants I must have on a 
shelf in the window, and 111 make frocks for 
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all the babies I can hear of, and each frock shall 
be flower or fruit on one of these plants ; and 
m make gowns for the mothers, and that shall 
load another with larger fruits ; and I'll make 
cloaks and sunbonnets for the little girls, and 
that shall ornament the third with scarlet ber- 
ries ; and I'll go and see all the little sick chil- 
dren in the parish ; and I'll save my money, and 
buy Bibles for all those who will promise to 
read them; and I'll save some more money, 
and have small tea-parties of poor people some- 
times, and each tea-party shall be a cup or a 
saucer in a tea-service I will have on one of my 
tables. But, dear me, how I am running on ! 
I must remember my picture of 'moderation, 9 
which, I am afraid, will never hang up in 
my room respectably framed and glazed and 
finished." 

And now Rose got pen and ink, and prepared 
to make out her " index " neatly and properly. 

And this is how it stood when completed : — 

Paper, . Tales and poetry. 

Carpet, . . • . More solid reading. 
Centre-table, . • . Dinners cooked. 
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Chairs, . 
Easy-chairs, 
Sofa, . 
Mirror, . 

1 Picture, . 

2 Picture, . 
Window and Curtains, . 
Plant of days, . 
Baskets and dishes of 

fruits, . 
Casket of jewels, . 
Vase of flowers, 
Dish of nuts, 

1 Plant, 

2 Plant, . 

3 Plant, . 
Tea-service, 



Housekeeping. 

Rouse-cleaning. 

Walks, gardening, dsc 

Good-temper, 

Self-control. 

Moderation. 

Early-rising. 

Time. 

Things done for God. 

Beautiful sermons. 
Sunday-school teaching. 
Self-denial. 
Babies' frocks. 
Women* s Gowns. 
Cloaks for little girls. 
Tea parties for poor people. 



She had just written the last word when 
Eliza was heard at the door. 

"Eose!" she called, knocking sharply as 
she spoke, " what in the world are you doing 
up here so long by yourself? Not crying, I 
hope?" 

A low, musical laugh was Eose's only reply 
for a moment, and then, rushing out, she threw 
her arms round Eliza's neck, and merrily kissed 
her again and again. 

"Dear Eliza! when you gave me that book, 
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you don't know what a good thing you did for 
me ! /am going to furnish a room, too (just 
like the children in the book) ; and I shall give 
myself till Christmas twelvemonth to do it 
in. And I shall have to work so hard, and it 
will be so pleasant. I have been thinking it 
all over, and making out my plan. You see, 
Eliza, I am one of those foolish, and perhaps 
unfortunate, persons who cannot take life as 
it comes. I am like the children, I must have 
the potion made as pleasant and palatable as 
possible before I can swallow it. . . . And so— 
and so — I have been turning everything into 
an amusement again." 

"Keally!" exclaimed Eliza, half laughing, 
half impatient, " I declare I don't think I ever 
came across such an absurd little oddity as 
you are in the whole course of my life ! * 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

EIGHTH CHRISTMAS — "SUNSHINE ON THE 
MOUNTAINS. n 

T is one thing to draw up a plan, and quite 
another steadily to work it out And so 
Rose found, and not for the first time. 
In theory her plan was pretty and pleasant, 
but in practice it did not take her long to dis- 
cover that it would give her a great deal of 
real hard work. Nevertheless, to do her jus- 
tice, she did not really mind that, only some- 
times she felt very tired. 

And no wonder : for all day, and every day, 
and often in her dreams at night, she was 
busy. And her " Picture of Moderation " came 
poorly off, for it was seldom enough that she 
could add a letter to it, on the score of having 
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been fairly moderate in all her pursuits, even 
for one day. 

But as the months passed away, the paper 
room began to look very interesting — certainly 
enough so to add many an incentive to Eose's 
energies. The paper crept down the wall in a 
stripe, from the left-hand corner; and there 
was a little patch of carpet on the floor, and 
Eose had also added to her list of articles a 
hearthrug, which was to be all of fancy-work. 

The centre table, too, was beginning to get 
just a little into shape ; and the window, and 
curtains, and plants, all looked flourishing, 
though, of course, the hanging "Plant of Days" 
merely marked the time, as Eose had arranged. 
The mirror also grew apace, letter by letter, 
and the sofa was beginning to appear quite 
like a decent article of furniture; and Eose 
had decided, too, before this, upon a fireplace 
— fire-irons and all complete — " to be manufac- 
tured of music l" 

"Eliza would call me absurd, again, if she 
knew, I expect/' said Eose to herself, merrily 
enough, as she added the new name to her list. 
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Many were the happy hours she spent over 
her book, adding a letter to this thing and a 
touch of colouring to that, and then, perhaps, 
two or three lobes to the "Plant of Days." It 
was a charming recreation, quite to her taste, 
and quite independent, also, of all the work, 
and study, &c, &c, which it recorded. 

But as for the drawing itself, it was any- 
thing but good, which need not be wondered 
at, as Bose Had had but few lessons, and knew 
absolutely nothing of perspective, except in 
theory. And her productions were as quaint 
as the pictures of some famous Chinese artist, 
and often as little to be understood without 
explanation. 

She showed her book to her father one 
evening when she thought he had been sit- 
ting over his newspaper in silence long 
enough, 

u What is it ? " inquired he, a comical smile 
breaking gradually over his face. 

Hose explained, and Mr. Hartley examined 
the book again and frowned at it in perplexity, 
and then laughed at it in great amusement, 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



" Sunshine on the Mountains." W9 

and, in short, made merry over it at Eose's 
expense for half an hour or more. 

But Eose did not mind being laughed at 
now, as she had done in days gone by. 

" But I hope you like it a little, papa, after 
all the thought and labour I have bestowed 
upon it?" 

"Oh, certainly, my dear. It is a most 
curious affair. It shows, too, in my opinion 
at least, that you have a decided taste for 
drawing. You must have lessons, Eose. 
Would you like that ? " 

"Oh yes, indeed, papa! And the lessons 
should make me a beautiful ornament for my 
centre table." 

And the lessons were begun the very next 
week. 

Eliza and Ann also were shown the book, 
and they appeared to take a wonderful interest 
in it, and quite to understand and remember all 
about it. This Eose thought very pleasant. 

She (Eose) was always busy, and bright now, 
and merry, and happy also. And her father 
and sisters sometimes wondered whether she 
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ever thought of all the sorrow and weariness of 
the years gone by. 
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Oh yes, Kose thought of them, and now and 
then sighed to herself in secret as she did so. 
But more often she whispered trustfully and 
hopefully — 

" He will come back yet, please God. I do 
not feel that he is dead. . . . And I do feel 
that he is ' true. 9 He said he would be. . . . 
But — if he should never come? . . . 'All things 
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work together for good to them that love God.' 
. . . And our Father in heaven will help me 
to be patient, and to take, without murmuring 
or complaint, the medicine which can only be 
for my soul's good." 

• • • ■ • • 

Another Christmas. The eighth since Hugh 
had gone away. Surely — had so many years 
really rolled by since little Kose first set out 
on her travels. 

Yes; and, moreover, danger and difficulty, 
and doubt, and storms, and sorrow, seemed to 
have rolled away in company with bygone 
years; and the day was calm, and the sky 
blue, without a cloud ; and the sun shone out 
gloriously, over rocks and snow and ice and 
all the waste around, and gilded the peaceful 
valleys below, and lent glory and majesty to 
the summit above. (For Kose still continued 
her metaphor.) 

And the summit seemed nearer to-day ; but 
Kose knew it was only seeming. Yet she set 
up her waymark happily and hopefully, and 
went on her way, upward still ; her heart full of 
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such gentle trust, 
and love, and quiet 
joy as it had never 
known before, 

"I don't exactly 
understand why 
I should feel so 
bright," said she, 
" Everything has 
been going on 
about as usual. 
But if my God 
sends me sun- 
shine, should I 
not rejoice in it? 
... I must work 
my waymark too, 
and the motto for 
it shall be — 

* Glorious with the sun's 
returning march. 9 

And the mountain 
shall be seen once 
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more; for, when the weather changed, of course, 
I turned round, and climbed again ; and there 
shall be rays of golden sunshine streaming over 
everything; and more rays for the border; 
and the ribbon shall be a beautiful blue. Alto- 
gether, if I finish it, as I have it now in my 
mind's eye, I think the very sight of it will do 
me good." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Hugh's return ! ninth Christmas — thb summit. — 
conclusion. 



RASTER and faster sped the days and 
weeks and months; and yet another 
year would soon be drawing to a close. 
One of the shortest, and busiest, and happiest 
years of Rose's life it had been. 

Yes : one of the happiest. For now, — to use 
the words of those who love Him — Rose had 
found the Saviour. She felt that He was her 
own, her Lord, her Rock, her Refuge, for ever ! 
He had found her long ago, she knew — nay, 
He had known her all her life; but now she 
had found Him / And, oh, how happy it made 
her ! All the day long she felt Him near her. 
All the day long she seemed to hear Him, 
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assuring her of His care and His love for her, 
and that He would withhold from her no good 
thing ; and that one day she should be with 
Him in joy for evermore I 

And meanwhile, the " room" and all its fur- 
niture, had been making wonderful progress. 
And it really was now a pretty and curious 
picture. The carpet was nearly finished, and 
the wall almost papered over. The centre 
table was completed, and by this time she was 
really a clever cook. The hearthrug was a 
marvel of work. There were plenty of chairs 
which signified as many weeks of housekeeping ; 
plenty of fruit of various kinds and colours, in 
baskets and dishes, and on the plants in the 
window. And there was a little tea-service 
complete on one of the side-tables ; and a dish 
of fine brown nuts on the other. Here and 
there might be seen something unfinished, 
amongst other things the " Picture of Modera- 
tion" But these odd fragments only served to 
brighten the pretty effect of the whole. And 
even Eose was satisfied. 
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"Next year," said she to her father and 
sisters, as they were all looking the book over 
together, " I will have a whole house, and a 
garden belonging to it. I will begin a fresh 
book altogether. And one page shall be for the 
flower-garden, and another for the vegetable- 
garden, and a third for the front of the house, 
with a pretty porch covered with roses, and 
so on. And then I must have one page for 
the drawing-room, and another for the dining- 
room; and HI have bedrooms and spare rooms, 
and attics, even — and proper furniture in 
each!'* 

" I should have thought you had had enough 
of it for a little while," said Eliza. " You have 
done nothing but work, work, work ! for this 
year and a half." 

"But it is like play," returned Eose gaily; 
" and the thought of having a whole house on 
my hands is charming ! " 

• ••••• 

It was the day before Christmas, and snowing 
fast. 

But how merrily the pretty little white flakes 
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danced down, Eose thought, as she stood by 
the window to watch them. 

Getting tired of this amusement, however, 
she presently went and sat down to her piano 
for half an hour's practice. 

She had been playing away brilliantly, for 
perhaps ten minutes, when a step in the hall 
startled her. It was not her father's step, she 
knew — and certainly not Eliza's — nor Ann's. 

Whose, then, could it be ? She looked round 
sharply, for the step was approaching the room 
in which she sat, and there in the doorway 
stood — 

Not Hugh Markwell! she was quite sure. 
Not the real living Hugh ! No ; it was — must 
be — some strange delusion of the senses. 

She gave one quick astonished glance, and 
then, with a little scream, ran behind the open 
door. 

And Hugh Markwell — for it was he; tall, 
and strong, and bearded, and handsomer than 
ever — smiled to himself, a strange yearning 
happy smile. And, going to Eose, he soon took 
her out of her hiding-place ; and still holding 
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her in his arms, he kissed her little face again 
and again, and whispered, in answer to some- 
thing he had got her to say, that this was the 
happiest moment of his life. 

And Eose was repaid for all. 

And by and by Hugh told her how he had 
been ill for months in that far-off land; and 
how other misfortunes beside sickness had 
come to him; that he had lost all, and had 
even been imprisoned— through no fault of his 
own. And then he tried to explain to her 
something of the why and the wherefore of all 
this, and the consequent reason of his long, 
long silence. But Rose could never afterwards 
remember what he had said. He was well 
now; he was released; he was with her; he had 
been true; and the long weary waiting was over. 
All this was surely enough, and more than 
enough, for her to comprehend at present. 

And yet it had all come about in a few 
moments. And she had scarcely had time yet 
to recover from her surprise. Half an hour 
ago, there she had been sitting playing, and 
only thinking of Hugh as far away, and perhaps 
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lost to her; how could she tell ? . . . She could 
only strive in strength from above to bear what- 
ever might be put upon her patiently and sub- 
missively. Half an hour ago these thoughts 
might have crossed her; and now Hugh held 
her in his arms. 

They sat a long time together talking, talking, 
oh so happily ! And then Eose said — 

" I really must go and tell Eliza and Ann ! " 

" Eose," said Hugh, " you must not leave me, 
dear — even for five minutes — just yet." 

"Dear Hugh! only to tell my sisters, you 
know!" 

But he would not let her go; and, still keep- 
ing his arm around her, he looked into the 
pretty face and the great brown eyes — just now 
too full of joy to be mischievous — and he said — 

" She is the very same little Eose I left; and 
yet is she quite the same, I wonder ? " 

" No, for she is nine years older," answered 
Eose. 

How well she seemed to know him ! and how 
little of a stranger he was, even though he had 
been gone nine years ! 
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" Dear little Eose ! " exclaimed he sud- 
denly. "Thank God, who has kept my darling 
safe and well for me through all this weary 
while!" 

" He has done more than keep me, Hugh," 
she murmured, hiding her face against his 
shoulder. " He has taught me about Himself, 
and made me love Him. In all that dreadful 
time, when I was afraid you would never write 
to me again, He made me see how kind and 
good He was, so that I would not help loving 
Him; and now I don't want to help it" 

"Poor little thing!" said Hugh tenderly. 
" It has been a long time . . . and in it God 
has taught me too, dear, and shown me that He 
is my friend. . . . And now for the rest of our 
lives, with His help, we will go on serving Him 
together." 

And so another joy, of which neither yet 
could realise the value, had fallen at their feet 
— a great, great joy — another link to bind those 
two closer, who were yet so close, and to bind 
them on in joy for ever; and this was the link, 
whose sweetness and strength none can know, 
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save those who have tried it: they loved the 
same God. 



At length Eliza and Ann were told of the 
new arrival, and Mr. Hartley came home, and 
he also had to be told. 
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And all the evening those five happy people 
sat round the fire, and talked and enjoyed them- 
selves ; and Hugh inquired for the look garden, 
and Eose brought it, and looked through it with 
her lover, explaining where explanation was 
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needed, and presently they came to the won- 
derful " room." 

This, of course, needed a deal of explana- 
tion, which Bose gave ; and then Hugh studied 
the strange apartment, and its, at first sight, 
incomprehensible furniture — studied it in 
silence. But by and by he glanced up— in- 
terested, pleased — yet withal, as it appeared, 
a little unbelieving. 

"And did you really work so hard as this 
seems to show, dear ? " 

"Yes," replied Eose, smilingly. "Every 
letter there speaks the truth, Hugh." 

"Why, what a wonderful little wife I shall 
have!" rejoined he gaily. "And I thought 
that girls were always idle." 

" Eose is not,** said her father and sisters. 

" What do you think she did, the silly little 
creature/' and Hugh looked fondly at her, 
" when she first saw me ? She screamed out, 
And ran behind the door ! I don't know how 
long she thought it likely that I should let her 
stay there, I am sure ! " 

Mr. Hartley and Eliza and Ann laughed 
merrily. 
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" I didn't think anything about it," said Rose. 
" I was so surprised that I didn't know what I 
was doing." 

" The door was ajar," rejoined Hugh. " And 
I knew I was not expected. It was a great 
temptation, and an unwarrantable thing to do, 
coming in as I did. But I hope you will all 
forgive me i " which we may be sure they did. 

The ninth Christmas. But no more need of 
waymarks, for Rose had reached the mountain- 
summit And oh, the joy of that hour ! That 
one " crowded hour of glorious life 1 " Such an 
hour as she would probably never again spend 
in this world. 

w But there will be many such," reasoned she, 
" in the world to come. And there they will not 
fade and pass away into sadness and nothing- 
ness, as they do here. . . . And though I need 
not work another waymark, I think I will do 
so. I must set up my flag of triumph ! " 

And once more, and with a smile this time, 
she chose her motto from Wordsworth . — 

" It was an obstinate hill to climb." 
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"Only the moun- 
tain summit," said 
she. "That is all 
that need be seen. 
And the flag must 
be blue — and the 
ribbon shall be 
gold - coloured. 
And the sun must 
shine, and there 
shall be a few 
pretty white 
clouds, and a little 
bit of blue sky. 
And in the border 
I will have eight 
little blue flags — 
one for each year 
I have waited : for 
each was good. 
Each came just as 
God sent it to do 
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its work upon me. And now I thank Him for 
every one. 

It w;as quickly finished, and then Rose went 
to the glove-box, in which all the rest lay. 

" There you are, you little dears," said she 
merrily. " All in your nest ! ". And she laid 
the new one with the others. ".And now I 
will show you to Hugh." 

She did so. 

And, almos't in silence, for he was naturally 
a quiet man, Hugh Markwell looked at them, 
one by one, and drew his own conclusions, and 
loved his little Eose better than ever. 

And now Rose began to descend from her 
height, for even the happiest lives are not all 
made of ambition and triumph : and ever after 
she dwelt among the peaceful valleys; and 
rough mountains and bold crags knew her no 
more: — metaphorically, that is, for she spent her 
honeymoon among real material mountains, and 
made the ascent of Mont Blanc with Hugh. 

Nobody would wait long for the wedding. 
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A month, Hugh said, was quite long enough. 
And then (the pleasant mountaineering honey- 
moon over) he and his little wife went to a 
quiet happy home of their own, and began, 
as he said, to serve God together. 

• ••••• •• 

And in after years, when Rose sat with her 
children around her, the box of waymarks 
often came out, and she told the story of them 
— half in allegory, half in truth. 



THE END. 
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